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•* Tell me, ye sons of Phoebus, what is this 
Which all admire, but few, too few, possess ? 
A virtue 'tis to ancient maids unknown, 
And prudes who spy all faults except their own. 
Say, Wyndham, if 'tis possible to tell 
What is the thing in which you most excel V 
Hard is the question, for in all you please. 
Yet your good nature is your noblest praise." 

Lyttlkton. 

CHAPTER I. 

IDA AND I ARE OLD ENOUGH NOW FOR ANY- 
THING." 

It was a very important affair, the assem- 
bling of that shooting party at Duckhill Manor. 

Nothing of the kind had been attempted 
since the demise of the old squire a dozen 
years before ; and it was only after much dis- 
cussion, and many timid pros and cons, that 
invitations had been issued in the present in- 
stance. 
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What if people would not come ? What 
if they thought it " cheek " their being asked ? 
What if the shooting did not please them? 
What if they did not please each other ? 

These were the questions which four youth- 
ful serious countenances put to one another at 
intervals, and for which no one of the four 
could ever find a satisfactory reply. 

Hosts and hostesses to the manner born — or 
even to the manner bred — may smile, nay, 
laugh outright, at such simplicity; but when 
they learn that the young folks to whom the 
matter was, after a fashion, one of life and 
death, were none of them much over twenty 
years of age, that they were ambitious, high- 
spirited, and independent — while at the same 
time forced to confront their ignorance of the 
world and its ways at every turn — it will be 
felt that after all, their anxiety and apprehen- 
sions were not altogether ill-founded. 

Here they were, without father, or mother, 
or elderly relations — w^ithout guardian or su- 
perior, without any experience to fall back up- 
on, any wiseacre to umpire among conflicting 
opinions, or to close with authority debatable 
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conjectures — here they were, a happy, healthy, 
leaderless crew, rejoicing in their freedom, and 
conMent of their luck. 

Tom, the eldest, had done with Cambridge, 
and Ida, next of age, with Paris and Brussels. 
The younger girls, respectively fourteen and 
eleven, had been set free by the death of an 
aunt ; and, as has been said, it was the opinion 
of one and all that thenceforth they could man- 
age themselves, and live very happily together 
at the old home, without the necessity for 
either supervision or authority. 

Jenny's and Louie's lessons were arranged 
for at the vicarage — even that difficulty was 
disposed of. 

"Of coui'se Ida and I are old enough now 
for anything," said Tom. 

It must not be supposed, however, that be- 
cause our young people resolved to be a law 
unto themselves, and beholden to nobody for 
advice or counsel, that they had any idea of 
running riot at Duckbill. 

So far was this from being the case, that it 
would have been difficult to find a more seri- 
ously disposed quartet. 
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liife, as they took it, was surcharged with 
importance and responsibility. The very fact 
that they had been early left orphans, and 
had been permitted by easy-going guardians to 
direct their own affairs, had weighed them 
down, and set the stamp of dignity upon their 
most trifling, actions. 

They had been wont, even as children, to 
hold momentous conversations with one another 
anent their movements, or requirements. If 
any change had to be effected in the life of one 
or other, the whole four would write, talk, 
telegraph, travel, as though the world depended 
on it. 

Behind backs their elders, it must be con- 
fessed, were hugely diverted by this innocent 
pomposity on the part of poor Tom Barnet's 
family. Tom, they told each other, had been 
as scatter-brained a fellow as you could meet 
with, and his wife had not been noted either 
for sense or attainments. Whence, then, came 
these precocious children, who needed neither 
guiding hand nor restraining arm, and whose 
harrowing anxiety to do the right thing un- 
der every conceivable circumstance was an 
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actual rebuke to people who took life more 
easily ? 

To be sure it was a wonderful comfort to all 
concerned to have such young people in the 
family. 

" A fine young fellow, my ward, Tom Bar- 
net," old General Thistleblow would pronounce 
at his club. " Ton my word, he's a credit to 
one. Gives no trouble. Can steer his own 
helm ; and is as unlikely to make ducks and 
drakes of his property as any youngster I 
know." But aside the speaker would occa- 
sionally wink the eye, and sidle round to a con- 
fidential ear. " A thundering prig, you know. 
No more like his father — bless my soul ! what 
a laugh poor Tom had ! And what glorious 
times we used to have at that old place ! I'd 
give something to see Duckhill once more 
what it was then. I don't take to these mon- 
strous proper-behaved young men ; no, I don't; 
and that's what this boy of good old Tom's is 
turning out," — slowly — " a starched-up, lan- 
tern-jawed, solemn young ass, whose very boot 
heels squeak propriety." 

There were, however, those who thought no 
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worse of the young squire because he was held 
thus cheap by a not over reputable man of the 
world. It was suspected that the ward had got 
the upper hand of the guardian, and the ward 
rose in public estimation by having done so. 
Propriety such as Thistleblow scoffed at, sits 
gracefully on the owner of six thousand a year. 

At twenty-one of age, Tom Barnet — the new 
Tom Barnet — had entered upon his patrimony, 
and the usual festivities had taken place. 
Everything had been done in rigorous confor- 
mation to established rule and precedent ; noth- 
ing had been overlooked ; and no one had been 
neglected. 

But Tom himself had had little to do with 
the arrangements. It had seemed to him that 
until he had duly taken possession of his king- 
dom, and assumed the administration of his 
affairs, it was not his place to direct and au- 
thorise. Accordingly, in an elaborate epistle, 
which was stored up as a treasure thenceforth, 
all details of the important event were handed 
over to the care of the steward and the farm 
bailiff, in whose hands the young squire unre» 
servedly placed himself. 
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If, however, these worthies entertained any 
idea of taking such humility as the key-note of 
the futui'e of Duckhill, time speedily dispelled 
the idea. The same sense of the fitness of things 
which had made the new proprietor passively 
grateful and neutral as the recipient of univer- 
sal goodwill, directly the occasion was over, 
stirred him up to be actively at work poking 
his brisk young nose into every hole and cor- 
ner. 

It seemed to him that he was a great man, 
and that the estate of Duckhill ^vas a great es- 
tate. The thought Avas solemnising. He had 
absolutely no consciousness of being flattered 
and uplifted by a sense of his own importance ; 
he had no idea that the weight of his re- 
sponsibilities made him tread on air. 

As for his sisters — but the sisters deserve 
their own word in passing. 

Naturally and properly Tom was all the 
world to them, and his opinions, decisions, tastes, 
likings and dislikings, a matter of first-rate 
consequence. 

Yet, although overshadowed, the girls "were 
not annihilated by their big brother. Ida, in 
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particular, held that she also had a sphere — a 
minor sphere — but a sphere all the same. 

She was Miss Barnet. It was a grievous of- 
fence if an envelope were by any chance ad- 
dressed " Miss Ida Barnet." 

True, there were maiden aunts, and the aunts 
were also Miss Barnets, but as would be anx- 
iously explained to Jenny and Louie, the good 
ladies were not Miss Barnets of Duckhill Man- 
or ; they had been once, but they were not now 
the daughters of the house; the elder of the 
two was not, as Ida was, its reigning mis- 
tress. 

A sense of the dignity accruing to her from 
this blest position had swelled the breast of the 
speaker as she thus summed up the case, and ar- 
rived at the all-important decision a few months 
before our story opens. Jenny and Louie, as 
in duty bound, had nodded assent, and all three 
had drawn a breath in unison, and paused to 
consider the ground whereon they trod. 

Ida's brain was active, Jenny's and Louie's 
were acquiescent. The three were excellent 
friends and co-workers in the scheme for making 
Duckhill Manor all that it ought to be, a house 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST. 9 

with a position, a centre of attraction for neigli- 
hours, a rallying point for relations. 

" I think we can do it," pronounced Tom, the 
four being in council. " But it will be no easy 
thing to do. We shall have to be arnfully 
careful. We shall have to think everything 
well over. We must not give people a handle 
to say anything^ 

" Of course not," assented Ida, shaking her 
pretty head. Ida was a pretty girl, and had 
in particular a prettily shaped head which she 
was in the habit of shaking when it behoved 
her to be especially wise. " If we are to live 
all alone here, we must make up our minds to 
be just twenty times as precise and particular 
as if we had a board of guardians over us. If 
we had that, we might be a great deal more 
free." 

" Oh, don't let us have that— oh, Ida, you 

said ", Jenny, the next sister, had missed the 

point of the argument ; " oh, Ida," she now be 
gan to wail, " you are not wanting to persuade 
us we should be better off with guardians ? " 

" Nonsense, child ; who said we should be 
better off?" rejoined the other, impatiently. 
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" I merely said we should be more free — and 
who wants to be more free ? Tom and I don't ; 
. and as for you and Louie, it would be very bad 
for you and Louie, very bad indeed " — with the 
frown of a denouncing prophetess. " You must 
remember that, girls. If you are to be allowed 
to go on without a governess, only doing your 
lessons at the vicarage, and coming home every 
day to luncheon, and so on, you must not think 
you are to run wild the rest of the time " 

" We shall have our lessons to prepare." 

" But even when your lessons are prepared," 
— the elder sister was resolute that there 
should be a complete understanding on the 
subject — " you must still recollect that you are 
only schoolroom girls. Schoolroom girls, and 
not expected to appear in the drawing-room 
when visitors come, and not " 

"Aren't we to have tea with you and 
Tom ? " 

Ida looked at her brother, who in his turn 
looked back at her. Two pairs of round eyes 
regarded them both. 

" The little girls did come in at five o'clock, 
at Stoneham," murmured Tom, suggestively. 
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A vision of himself and Ida alone in the 
great cheery hall where tea was wont to be 
served, and of two poor banished little faces 
sitting drearily down to a miserable little meal 
in a f ar-ofE wing, rose before his eyes. " I — 
what do you think, Ida ? " 

Ida was hesitating also. 

" Of course I should like to have them," she 
began. 

" Oh, do have us ; please do have us." 

" But you would not even wish us to have 
you, if it were not the right thing to do," con- 
tinued the elder sister, quelling with a glance 
the outburst. '' We are merely considering — 
Tom and I — whether or not we ought, for your 
sakes, to have you. Don't suppose it is a ques- 
tion of liking." 

" Mary and Charlotte always have tea with 
their mamma." 

" Are you sure ? How do you know ? " 

"Oh, they said so ; they have told us often ; 
they go in directly after lessons ; and the gov- 
erness has her tea by herself on a tray in the 
schoolroom. She prefers it, and Lady De 
Rigueur thinks it a good thing for Mary and 
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Charlotte to have a change, and to see the 
people who come." 

" You are quite sure they are allowed in 
when people come ? " demanded Tom, in search- 
ing accents. 

" Quite — quite sure. Mary told us, and so 
did Charlotte. Didn't they, Louie? Didn't 
they both ? And they said they looked for- 
ward to it all day, for it was such fun, espec- 
ially in the shooting season. And they hurry 
on with their lessons when it gets near five 
o'clock," 

" If Lady De Rigueur allows it, I suppose it 
must be all right? " said Tom, to Ida. 

" Certainly — yes — I should — think so ; I 
should think we might. Well, I am very 
glad," assented the second in command quite 
kindly and pleasantly. " I had thought of it, 
but really I did not feel sure ; and you know, 
girls, we are not to be different in any way 
from other people ; however, now we know 
that it is done^'^ and both Ida and Tom looked 
cheerful and relieved, while the young ones 
almost danced with joy. 

This may serve as a specimen of the consul- 
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tations which went on continually at the man- 
or while the new life had yet to be adjusted. 

But at the time our little story opens, such 
consultations had, for the most part, borne 
fruit, and the youthful party had settled down, 
fenced in by hedge-rows of bristling rules and 
regulations; having taken every step onward 
with the utmost deliberation and precision ; to 
the edification of all about them, and some- 
times, it must be owned, not a little to the se- 
cret amusement of a world unaccustomed to 
such reverence from such young disciples. 

And now we come to the shooting party, the 
great yearly function which every ancient tra- 
dition and association demanded of Duckbill 
Manor. 



CHAPTER 11. 

"the whole thing was a dead failure." 

The very day after the party assembled, 
down came the rain. 

Scarcely had the last portmanteau been 
carted up from the station, and the last guest 
been shown to his room, ere the south-west 
wind, which had been sending forth sundry 
pufEs and swirls throughout the day, settled 
down into a steady assault of turret and case- 
ment, against which every creaking doorway 
sent forth its protest. Heavy showers dashed 
against the window-panes between whiles. 

Next morning it became evident that no 
shooting could take place for twenty-four 
hours, at any rate. 

Still, Duckhill Manor could stand a siege of 
the elements for twenty-four hours. There 
was a picture galleiy, a library, and a billiard- 
room. The ladies who had been lured down 
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to a remote, and to them uninteresting part of 
the country, by husbands intent on sport, with 
fair promises of good quarters, did not at the 
first blush feel that they had much to com- 
plain of — the husbands themselves took stock 
of each other and were tolerably quiescent. 

But the next day, and the next, and the 
next, brought no happy change. 

Then it became evident to the unfortunate 
young host and hostesses that there was only 
one guest among the many present to whom 
they could turn for sympathy, from whom 
they had any hope of philosophy. General 
Thistleblow was blowing off his indignation in 
snorts suggestive of a railway engine. Colo- 
nel Jessop was spiteful and malignant. The 
younger men, with one exception, gloomy and 
taciturn. Maurice Stafford alone was abso- 
lutely untainted by the prevailing discontent. 
He not only said nothing — he looked nothing 
unpleasant. He came down to breakfast morn- 
ing after morning cheerful, hopeful, serene — 
yet unobtrusive. He did not torment others 
by his optimism. 

There is a certain aggressive jollity of de- 
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meanour which, especially when it develops into 
facetiousness, is more intolerable to ill-used man- 
kind and womankind, than would be the worst 
fit of the sulks. One feels that it is forced and 
unnatural — consequently impertinent. 

But the philosophy of Maurice Stafford put 
nobody in the wrong; he listened to covert 
growls from every side ; assented to the " Con- 
founded nuisance ! " of the sportsman, and the 
" Terrible disappointment ! " of the sportsman's 
wife; he accompanied scouts to this outlook 
and that; shook his head as knowingly as they 
did; shrugged his shoulders; raised his eye- 
brows ; lurched off to the billiard-room when 
others so lurched ; went the round of the win- 
dows again before luncheon ; owned that the 
chances of out-door improvement grew less 
with every hour ; and finally entered the din- 
ing-room, and ate his luncheon as unconcern- 
edly as though fortune had smiled upon every 
aspiration of his breast. 

Such a man was indeed a godsend at such a 
moment. Hostesses do not in their hearts like 
black looks, and muttered imprecations direct- 
ed at their own skies and winds. They may 
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affect to sympathise ; may declare that the 
weather is really " too bad " ; that the whole 
thing is " shockingly unfortunate," — " cruel," — 
" most annoying and tiresome " ; but if you 
will believe me, dear young gentleman with 
the thundercloud on your brow, they don't like 
that thundercloud. A hundred to one they 
are internally calling you names — not flattering 
names ; they are anathematising your want of 
manners and ill-humour, as heartily as you in 
your coarser phraseology are swearing at the 
rudeness of the elements.- 

Believe this, and you will comprehend why 
it was that Maurice Stafford was asked to stay 
on at Duckhill Manor, when at length, the 
shooting having had to be finally abandoned 
by dint of the rain turning to sleet, and the 
sleet to snow, the unfortunates who had been 
thus mocked by fortune fairly turned tail, and 
made off to happier, or at all events, drier 
hunting grounds. 

Maurice alone — (they all called him " Mau- 
rice " among themselves ; he had " a kind of 
Mauricey face," the little girls said) — Maurice 

alone, was asked to stay on. 
2 
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'' We must let this lot go, or they would 
never forgive us," Tom Barnet sought out his 
sister for private consultation. " They are dis- 
gusted, as it is, but they would hate us a long 
way moi-e if we made them stay on. For it 
means business, this frost does. We are in for 
it ; and it's beastly having to go on and on 
making excuses, and telling lies about the ba- 
rometer. It is not going to thaw, and that's 
all about it. Jenkins says it will ' freeze 
like old boots' again to-night; and it will 
freeze tomorrow, and the next day, and the 
next. We are regularly in for it, Jenkins says. 
A nice mess we have made of this party. I 
am glad they are going, eh, Ida ? " lowering 
his tone. " Deuced glad, aren't you ? A pee- 
vish lot ! As if we could help the weather ! 
But I say, we'll keep Maurice, sha'n't we? I 
suppose it would be all right to keep Maurice, 
would it not ? A nice chap, and so quiet, and 
so awfully well behaved. There could be no 
harm in keeping Maurice on for a bit, could 
there ? " 

Ida looked thoughtful. 

" The only thing is " she began. 
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" Well ? " demanded her brother. 

" It might look a little strange." 

" Strange ? How strange ? Of course if he 
had been another sort of fellow, but Maurice is 
so uncommonly quiet, and so — so cheerful, and 
— harmless." 

" Yes — yes." 

" I do want a fellow like that sometimes," 
pleaded poor Tom. ^' Of course I'm not saying 
its lonely — and we made up our minds to it 
even if it were — but still, when you get a good 
fellow like Maurice Stafford — and such an in- 
offensive chap, too " 

" Oh, I think you might really keep him," 
said Ida. " Yes, I am sure you might," with 
decision. " As you say, he is perfectly inoffen- 
sive; and you know we are going to have some 
more people almost immediately, so that we 
shall not be alone." 

" That's it. We shall not be alone. I can 
say we are expecting another lot — and that as 
he is here, he can stay on here. I'll put it to 
him." 

Maurice could scarcejy help laughing at the 
way it was put to him. 
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" All the same, I think I am expected to go," 
said he, however. 

"Expected? By whom? By me — or my 
sisters ? " 

" By everyone, I meant," said Maurice ; " by 
the field generally. Thistleblow has invited 
me to dine at his club, the Vernons have asked 
for my direction, and the Olarkes have in- 
quired about my train. I am to travel with 
the Clarkes. Lady Sophia has even taken the 
trouble to inform me at what hour I shall ar- 
rive at St. Pancras." 

*' Like her cheek ! What the dickens is it 
to her when you arrive anywhere ? " cried the 
young host, hot at this infringement of his 
rights. It was his place to inform guests de- 
parting upon such subjects, did the guests re- 
quire information. " I never heai*d of such im- 
pudence ! The fact is, you know," persuasive- 
ly, " that we want you to stop on — we do in- 
deed. This shooting party has been a dead 
failure, and the sooner it comes to an end the 
better. But don't you be badgered into going 
away, just because Lady Sophia means you to 
go. This is not Lady Sophia's house ; you are 
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our guest, not hers ; and I should hope my sis- 
ters and I are competent to — we surely have 
some right to a say in the matter." 

" It is really uncommonly kind of you," said 
Maurice, musingly. "Of course you must 
know that I should like to stay" — and of 
course it ended in his staying. 

"But, upon my word, I thought those 
Clarkes would have had him along with them 
to the very last moment," confided Tom to his 
sisters presently. " What they wanted with 
our Maurice, goodness knows, for he is not 
everybody's bargain, and not the Clarkes' sort 
at all. Directly they are back in town Lady 
Sophia will drop him like a hot potato. He is 
too good a sort for her. He's not the least the 
sort I've met at her house. She simply wanted 
him because he is our man ; I don't believe she 
had a single other reason." 

" How did he escape ? What did he say ? " 
" Oh, I don't know. I don't remember. 
Now that I think of it, I can't recollect that 
he said anything. He just looked her in the 
face and smiled. You know Maurice's foolish 
smile? It did for her ladyship better than 
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any words could have done. I expect she felt 
herself snubbed ; and I am jolly well glad she 
did. She only wanted him to go because she 
did not want him to stay ; and she only did 
not want him to stay because she wanted to 
break up the party, and then go away and 
slang us." 

"That was it," assented Ida, "that was it, 
Tom, exactly. 1 know we made a few mis- 
takes, but it was not her place to ferret them 
out. And you have no idea how rude she was. 
She always waited till I was alone to be her 
rudest. And Colonel Jessop was no better. 
Horrid little wretch ! He even began abusing 
the dinner ! And he said the billiard balls 
weren't round, Tom. Did you ever hear any- 
thing more ridiculous, more absurd ? How 
can billiard balls be anything but round ? " 

" They are a little gone," owned Tom, some- 
what crestfallen. "They want paring, and I 
ought to have had it done, but I forgot. What 
a little beast to go and find it out ! 1 hope he 
didn't go sneaking to the other men. Did any 
of them hear him? Maurice, anyway, would 
Tiever bftve found it out for himself," 
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" Or, if he had, he would never have said 



so." 



" I wish Jessop had not noticed that," mut- 
tered poor Tom, with increasing discomfiture. 
" It was stupid of us to forget those balls. 
Stupid of me, I mean, for of course you girls 
could not be expected to know. But I did 
know — only I never once thought of it ; I was 
so taken up with other things. Jessop ought 
to have been kept out of the billiard-room. • He 
is nothing of a player, and I believe would 
never have set foot in it but for this beastly 
weather. By Jove ! look at the rain now ! It 
is raining and snowing at once ! I never saw 
anything like it ! To take this week of all 
weeks in the year to come down like this ! " 
walking gloomily to the window. " The whole 
thing has been a dead failure " — (how sick his 
auditor had grown of the phrase !) — " as dead 
a failure as a thing could be ; and they took 
care we should know as much. I suppose they 
will go away now, and say we ought never to 
have had the cheek to attempt it. I think I 
hear them — I know exactly what they will call 
us. Lady Sophia '" 
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" Lady Sophia ! Pooh ! Lady Sophia be- 



I wish I were a man to say it ! Lady Sophia 
indeed ! " Ida, with a bright patch on either 
cheek, was tossing about chin and curls, and 
every unpleasant memory in one burst of glo- 
rious disdain, " What need we care for Lady 
Sophia ? We are as good as Lady Sophia any 
day," cried she. " I don't mean to be downed 
by Lady Sophia, or Lady Anybody, I can tell 
you,* Tom. Let me catch Lady Sophia telling 
tales — why, dear me ! other people as well as 
we have had shooting parties spoilt by bad 
weather ! Why should we take it to heart more 
than they ? Why should it matter more for us 
than for them ? " 

" Because it was our first," said Tom, sadly. 
" And because we are not supposed to know 
about parties, and things. It would have been 
such a score for us if our first had gone off well. 
I'm sure none of them expected it would — and 
now, you see, they were right. If we had 
scored a big success ! " 

" Well, we didn't score a big success, and 
that's all about it. Don't let us bother our 
heads any more." 
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*' Why, I thought you cared as much as I. 
I thought we all did," his plaintive accents 
heralding the approach of a grievance. 

"I cared — of course I cared. And if we 
had been to blame — if we had got the wrong 
people — or if the shooting had been bad — I 
should have been as much ashamed as any 
one; but I don't see," quoth Ida, resolutely, 
" why you should go on about ' a dead failure ' 
with such a melancholy face, when it was only 
the weather which spoilt the whole. The 
weather ! What is the weather ? What had 
we to do with the weather ? " 

" Why, that is what I said to Maurice." 

" To Maurice ? Surely lie was not abusing 
us." 

" Never said a nasty word." 

" No," said Ida, still more energetically than 
before. " That he has not — at least I know he 
has not to me. That is why I like this Mau- 
rice. He has been so — so kind about it all. I 
am sure he is sorry for us and understands 
how we feel. I know I was often thankful to 
see him come into the room : I felt as if we 
had one friend at least." 
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" By Jove ! So did I. That was exactly 
how I felt. If Maurice had only been a little 
older — if he had been a man of sixty, he could 
have stood up for us to that supercilious old 
Thistleblow, and bossed our side against him 
and Jessop — but anyhow he did his best." 

" And I do think we ought to feel grateful 
to him." 

'' Well, we do feel grateful. We should not 
have asked him to stay on if we hadn't. He 
was our one good guest." 

" You are sure he likes to stay, Tom ? " 

"He was pleased to be asked, anyway. 
And — oh, yes, I think he's all right : he is not 
quite such a fool as he looks." 

" Tom ! " 

" He has rather a foolish, innocent face, you 
know. But he is not a fool ; not by any man- 
ner of means ; and he certainly need not have 
stayed unless he chose. He has plenty of 
houses to go to — that I know. Not that he 
told me himself, but it dropped out somehow. 
He knows lots of people. Thistleblow asked 
me what family he belonged to, as he seemed 
to know so many good people. And Jessop 
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was sniffing out about him too. It seemed odd 

that I could not tell them more — ^but as a mat- 
ter of fact, you know, Ida, we have only met 

Maurice at Lady De Rigueur's, and taken it 

for granted he was all right from that." 

" Of course," said Ida, decisively. " Quite 
enough too. We have known Lady De Ri- 
gueur ever since we were children, and as we 
must have some one to go by, we could not 
have a better person. If Lady De Rigueur 
had Maurice staying in the house, surely we 
may have him." 

^'' And Maurice is really awfully nice." 

" He is just delightful." Jenny sprang into 
the room. "Isn't he ? We call him ' Maurice ' 
to his face now ; we " 

"No? You don't?" said Tom, hastily. 
" Oh, I say, I wish you hadn't," looking really 
distressed. " Ida, why did you let them ? " 

" I did not let them, I had nothing to do 
with it." But the speaker looked undeniably 
guilty, "The way was this, Tom. We do 
call him * Maurice ' behind his back " 

" That's nothing. Call him what you please 
behind bis back »" 
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"But he heard us — that was it — that was 
the fun," and Jenny's little shrieking voice was 
uplifted into a still higher key. " He heard 
us, and couldn't pretend he didn't — ^for we 
were regularly in his arms " 

" Good Heavens ! What does she mean, Ida ? " 

"Let me tell, oh, let me tell," Ida had no 
chance of answering for the delinquent. " It 
was just this way, Tom. Louie and I were in 
the gallery — it was that dreadfully wet day, I 
mean the wettest of all the wets — and we had 
nothing to do, and so we were talking about 
the people. And I said — no, Louie said first — 
* I like Maurice the best,' and then I said, ' So 
do I. / like Maurice best too.' And then 
I think it was me said, ' Ida likes Maurice too' 
— and there — all at once was Maurice himself, 
and he looked rather funny, and as if he 
wanted to stop us — but I don't believe he had 
heard a word except his name, for I don't be- 
lieve he could^ and " 

" You never told me this befoi*e," burst in 
Ida, with a flaming cheek. " You never told 
me what you had been saying. You only said 
he had heard you call him ^ Maurice.' " 
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" That was all lie did hear : I am sure it was 
all. For he made fun at once, saying he had 
caught us calling him ^ Maurice,' and he wished 
we would do it to his face, for everyone called 
him ' Maurice ' — and all sorts of things like that. 
And you know, Tom, he has a sort of ' Mauricey ' 
face," concluded the little girl, anxiously. 

It was on this occasion that the remark was 
made. 

Tom remained silent. 

"Ida said we might," insinuated Jenny, 
after a minute's pause. 

" I said I thought — after all, Jenny is only 
fourteen and Louie eleven, I told them that I 
thouglit — when they asked what I thought — I 
told them that perhaps for them — for sohooh 
girls with short frocks and hair down^'^ stam- 
mered Ida, with a struggle for impressive 
conviction which did not hide a certain con- 
sciousness of having been culpably weak — " I 
thought, perhaps, as the mistake had been 
made, it would be better now to do as they 
were bid, and make no fuss. If Maurice had 
been another kind of man, it would have been 
different." 
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" I should hope so." But the big brother 
was still dubious. " Don't let anyone else 
hear you," he frowned. " Mind that," shaking 
his head at the now subdued and penitent 
Jenny — " and don't do it of tener than you can 
help. It is not the thing at all to be calling 
fellows by their names — not for nice girls — and 
though you and Louie are not grown up yet, 
still you have to show that you mean to be nice 
girls some day. I wouldn't have had this 
happen " 

But here the speaker came to a sudden halt. 
The blue eyes in front of him were beginning 
to fill, and the corners of a rosy mouth to turn 
down. 

*'Well, well, I daresay it doesn't really 
matter — much. Never mind, you know. Don't 
— I say — don't cry, you know. After all, as 
Ida says, it's only Maurice. Come, you lit- 
tle goose," pulling a long springing curl that 
was temptingly near. "Come, never mind; 
am I not telling you it was only Maurice ? " 



CHAPTER III. 

EEACTION AND RECOVEllY. 

And now, behold ! a wonderful thing. 

Before the next twenty-four hours had 
elapsed our four young disciples of de riguenr 
had not only recovered entirely from the blast- 
ing effects of the " dead failure," but had come 
to jest upon the subject. 

*At first, as we know, one and all had alike 
smarted. Tom had gone about muttering to 
himself, Ida had poured forth to whomsoever 
would listen. The younger pair had thirstily 
picked up information, and sympathised with 
the utmost intelligence and apprehensiveness. 

The case in all its bearings was perfectly 
understood by Jenny and Louie. Tom's and 
Ida's wrongs were their wrongs. The blight 
which had fallen on Duckhill under its new ad- 
ministration affected their loyal young hearts 
through the hearts of their elders, and if it had 
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not been for Maurice Stafford the unfortunate 
quartet would Lave mourned together in unison 
for a very much longer time than they did. 

But Maurice seemed to see nothing to moan 
at. Instead of preserving a sombre silence on 
the subject, and treating it as though it w^ere 
too appalling for common breath, Maurice 
opened conversation at the very first general 
meeting of the family, by a reference to Gen- 
eral Thistleblow's disgust and Colonel Jessop's 
irascibility, which set everybody laughing. 

" Do them both all the good in the world," 
said Maurice, helping himself freely from the 
sideboard. " Save them a lot of physic. It's 
a^rfully bad for old people to have everything 
go easy. They get ill directly, you know. 
Nothing like a good stir up. You did both the 
old gentlemen a turn for which they ought to 
be grateful, Tom." 

(" As he calls me Tom, I suppose I may call 
him Maurice," commented Tom, to himself.) 
He took note of such things. 

^' All the same, I wish it had been anyone 
else who had done them the turn," observed he, 
aloud. " And as for their being grateful, if you 
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had seen the faces they made when I tried to 
apologise " 

" Did you apologise ? Oh, I shouldn't have 
apologised. What on earth had you to apolo- 
gise for ? What had you done ? " 

" Brought you all down to a dull, out-of-the- 
way part of the country in the dead of winter," 
said Tom, ruefully, " and then boxed you up 
in the house." 

" And pulled the strings of the shower-bath 
overhead ? No, no ; my good fellow, you are not 
omnipotent Jove yet. You did not box us up — 
and as for bringing us down here, we need not 
have come if we had not wished. For my part, 
I don't owe you a grudge," and the conversation 
had terminated as the reader may imagine. 

Before two days had passed the defunct 

shooting party had come to be shorn of half its 

terrors in the retrospect ; no one shunned the 

subject in public, or recurred to it bitterly in 

private. Lady Sophia's expression had been 

smartly mimicked by Jenny, and General This- 

tleblow's " Bless my soul, this is unendurable ! " 

caught to the life by the same impertinent 

sprite. 

8 
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Nobody now minded the weather. It 
snowed, and it blew ; it half thawed, and then 
froze again ; every hope of out-door exercise or 
amusement had to be abandoned, and not an 
unhappy face was to be seen within the walls 
of Duckhill Manor. 

This, to be sure, may have been partly due 
to a reflection which was made aloud many 
times a day. 

" Just think what it would have been to have 
had all of them still here ! " was forever being 
exclaimed by one and another, and the specula- 
tion lent a new zest to whatever was going on 
at the moment. 

" Just thinh what it would have been," cried 
Jenny, to Louie. " Just think ! " (Bang, bang, 
went battledore and shuttlecock as she spoke !) 
" We couldn't have played here, you know. 
Ida wouldn't have let us, for the noise. And 
we should never have been allowed into the 
drawing-room, even though we couldn't get 
down to the vicarage for lessons. We should 
have had to sit all by ourselves up in the hor- 
rid old schoolroom." 

" But why did Ida say we were to sit up 
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there and not to come into the drawing-room, 
and now she lets us into the di'awing-room ? 
And why " 

" Why, of course, why," retorted her sis 
ter, superiorly. (" Eighty-four, eighty -five ; do 
keep out of that corner, there — I told you, 
that corner always stops us," in parenthesis.) 
" Ida told me all about it," continued Ida's in- 
terpreter, the game being resumed. " It is not 
proper for her to be sitting alone with a young 
man when Tom is in the steward's room. Tom 
had to be with Mr. Trusty for nearly two 
hours to-day. That was why Ida fetched us." 

" Where is Ida now ? " 

" Writing up in the boudoir. She won't 
stay down-stairs, because she says it does not 
do for her to be about all day while Maurice 
is here. (Oh, do take care ! There ! It's 
down again !) " as the shuttlecock madly 
dashed against the wall and rebounded on to 
the floor. The room was hardly large enough. 

" I say, Jenny," the other player paused be- 
fore taking up position again. " I say," began 
little Louie, a wise smile illuminating her small 
countenance as she held ready her battledore, 
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and looked first at it and then at her sister. 
" Wouldn't — wouldn't Mauiice do for Ida, 
don't you think?" 

Jenny simpered. 

" Of course I have thought of that before, 
you very silly girl," she observed, loftily. " I 
haven't said anything to Ida, because it 
wouldn't be proper; but of course I have 
thought of it, and so I daresay has Tom." 

" He is so awfully nice." 

" Isn't he ? " 

"And he is just the right age; and he is 
fair, and she always says she likes fair men; 
and he has no moustache, and she hates a 
moustache ; and he's tall ; and he shoots ; and 
he has such a wide laugh ; and I know he 
sings, though he won't sing down-stairs, and — 
and " 

" Of course I can see all that," Jenny was 
disdainfully acquiescent "Do you think I 
haven't seen all that — and a great deal more 
too ? But I did not suppose you would notice 
anything, as you are only a little girl." 

" I am not a little girl. I am quite able to 
notice. Jenny, did you hear him say he would 
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like to be snowed up here, and stay on, and 
on ? 

" That might mean anything. He is so 
good-natured." 

" Don't you think he cares about Ida, then ? " 
disappointment in every accent. 

"How am I to know whether he cares or 
not ? " rejoined the oracle. " How can I tell ? 
I can only tell what I see. Now I think we 
have talked about it long enough," primly. 
" Tom would not like us to talk about it any 
more. Only I think I may tell you, Louie — 
and it is very good of me to tell you — that 1 
believe — I — believe — " impressively, " that this 
is why Tom and Ida have asked down all the 
people next week. Because, you see, if Ida 
can't be alone in the drawing-room next week, 
and we have got to be at our lessons " 

The door of the room opened. 

"Seventy-four — seventy-five," chirruped out 
two monotonous, sing-song, all-engrossed young 
voices, and Ida thought what a good, game the 
children were having, and what a comfort it 
was that they could so well amuse themselves. 

To her, in the plenitude of her twenty sum- 
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mere, Jenny and Louie were still "the chil- 
dren," — children, moreover, entirely occupied 
by their lessons and their play, unless directly 
admitted to social intercourse with their elders. 

She and Tom might instruct and inform ; 
but as for her young sisters ever instructing 
or informing themselves on matters outside 
their special range, such an idea never really 
presented itself to the mind of " Miss Barnet." 

But Ida was herself conscious of a strange 
new radiance illuminating all the common 
habits of her daily life. Our young lady was 
something of a martyr to habits. She liked 
to do a set thing at a set hour, and she would 
give as a reason for being occupied in any par- 
ticular manner at a particular time, that she 
" always " did as she was doing then. Thei'e- 
fore it can be easily imagined that so trifling 
a cii'cumstance as there being a guest of her 
bi-other's staying in the house, made no sort of 
difference to Ida. She disposed of her days 
precisely as she would have disposed of them 
otherwise: the household affairs did not suf- 
fer, her correspondence was not neglected, her 
dogs were duly fed and combed. 
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Outwardly no alteration was visible, or audi- 
ble. Ida had always had a light step; that it 
tripped hither and thither more lightly than 
ever was imperceptible, even to herself. Or- 
dering dinner had ever been with her a sort of 
sacred duty; on a sudden it kindled into a 
pleasure. 

In writing, her pen was permitted to expand 
on themes which she would formerly have sup- 
posed to be totally void of interest to her cor- 
respondent. Emphatically underlined words 
had a knack of getting into her letters on this 
wise — 

"We have got rid of all those dreadful 
people, and we are so looking forward to your 
coming. The weather has been very bad, but 
the barometer is rising beautifully. We do 
hope we are going to have skating." 

As for her pets, her Humpty and her 
Dumpty, the two silky spaniels who had usu- 
ally only a limited amount of claim on her at- 
tention and charity, nothing now was too good 
for them. Humpty was allowed to lie on the 
low cushioned chair from which he was usu- 
ally ejected with ignominy; Dumpty was en- 
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couraged to exhibit old tricks and learn new 
ones. 

All this was, as we have said, the outcome 
of a new feeling within the happy girl's heart. 
She had begun by merely regarding Maurice 
Stafford as the one good-natured and sweet- 
tempered member of the ill-fated shooting 
party. To him she had turned for consolation 
and support when black looks were the order 
of the day. His serenity — or his indifference, 
whichever it was — had been balm to her 
wounded spirit, and the veiy sight of his full- 
moon countenance coming through a doorway 
had altered the atmosphere of a whole gloomy 
apartment. 

It was Ida herself who in the first blush of 
acquaintanceship had used the term "full 
moon " to Maurice's round, open face. There 
was nothing particularly distinctive in Mr. 
Stafford's features, and what little Louie had 
innocently termed his " nice, wide laugh " em- 
anated from a mouth which was certainly wide 
enough. There really was a resemblance be- 
tween the typical moon of children's faiiy-tales 
and the placid physiognomy of Tom's friend. 
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But gradually allusions to this had been 
dropped in family asides. Maurice ceased to 
be " Maurice " on the lips of the elder sister. 
He was " Mr. Stafford," and Mr. Stafford was 
quoted and referred to with ever - increasing 
emphasis. Mr. Stafford was no longer " harm- 
less " and " inoffensive ; " the terms seemed to 
fall away from him of themselves. 

No one could say how or when the change 
was effected ; but certainly before manj'- days 
were over, the guest who had been asked as a 
make-up, to fill a bachelor's room which other- 
wise would have been vacant, and who had 
subsequently been wrought upon to remain be^ 
hind the more important folks, because he could 
put up with evils which had affrighted and af- 
fronted them, was now become the central figure 
of the canvas on which our young hosts were 
busy mapping out future triumphs intended to 
wipe out the remembrance of past failure. 

" I say, Ida, aunt Bess will get on all right 
with Maurice, won't she ? " 

Very well indeed, Ida thought. 

" And uncle Jack ? I suppose uncle Jack 
wal do all right too ? " 
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"They would not have much in common, 
you know, Tom." 

" N-no. No, I don't suppose they would. 
But I could explain to Maurice. I could tell 
him that uncle Jack is really a very good sort, 
only a little cantankerous. After all, he does no 
one any harm ; he goes about by himself " 

" Oh, of course. Oh, I never meant for a 
moment to stop his coming ; it was only when 
you wondered whether he would suit Mr. Staf- 
ford ; but Mr. Stafford need not have anything 
to do with him." 

" Then about Maud and Caroline, and uncle 
Theo. Uncle Theo will want nothing but ice, 
and as long as we can give him good ice I 
don't suppose he cares who we have with us — 
man, woman, or child. Maurice is sure to get 
on with him." 

"And with Maud and Caroline too. They 
are very easy to get on with." 

" I am glad the boys can come. I always 
meant to have them for Christmas, but if they 
had not been sent home from school sooner, we 
could not have got them now. That break-out 
of the measles was the very thing for us." 
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"So it was." 

*• I am awfully glad to have them." 

" So am I. Boys like Harry and Charlie are 
always nice in a house. And if they are skat- 
ing all day they will want no other amuse- 
ment." 

" They will all like Maurice." 

Ida was silent. 

"I say, they will all like Maurice," repeated 
her brother, looking to her for the confirmation 
which habit had taught him to expect. 

" Yes; oh, yes, certainly." A shade of half- 
heartedness in the reply, or what seemed such 
in his eyes, made Tom draw nearer. 

" Why do you say it like that ? " he demand- 
ed, suspiciously. 

"Like what?" 

" Why did you say ' certainly ? ' " 

^ Because I meant * certainly.' " 

" Did you mean it ? " 

" Of course I meant it." 

" I don't like * certainlys,' " quoth Tom, testily. 
'* I don't understand them. If you don't agree 
with me, I would much rather you said it out. 
How is a fellow to know what he is about if 
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he IS put off with a reply like that ? If you 
have anything against Maurice " 

"I have nothing whatever against him." 

" There you go again ! ^ Whatever ? ' Who 
is to know, what you are driving at with your 
* certainlys ' and your * whatevers ? ' Why can't 
you talk plainly ? " 

" But I am talking plainly." 

" Do you think these people will like Maurice 
Stafford, or will they not ? " 

" I think they are sure to like him." 

Tom almost groaned. " Sure ! That's on a 
par with * certainly.' ' Sure,' indeed ! What 
am I to suppose that means ? " (Of all the 
tiresome people in the world the young master 
of Duckhill could, when the fit took him, be 
the tiresomest.) " ' Sure ! '" he began again, 
but Ida burst into the merriest laugh imagina- 
ble, and he was so confounded by such frivol- 
ity that not another syllable could he ejaculate. 

" She could hardly have said less if it had 
been that little beast of a Jessop," he muttered, 
when he presently found himself alone. He 
was not conversant with girl nature. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE SNOW-PLOUGH. 

The following day a diversion was made. 
Snow had fallen on the previous evening and 
lay many inches deep upon the ground, but the 
sky overhead was clear, and the atmosphere 
brilliant. 

"We must get out to-day somehow," said 
one and all, with the joyous determination of 
youth and health. 

" If we can get down to that stream in the 
woods we shall find woodcock there to a dead 
certainty," said Tom, addressing his guest. '' It 
is a first-rate feeding-place for them, and ducks. 
I have never known it fail. There might be 
snipe too. After all this vile weather, they will 
be glad to go anywhere : and their usual feed- 
ing-grounds will be in rather a bad way. 
We'll be off directly after breakfast." 
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" Oh— h— h ! " It was from the two little 
girls that the involuntary groan here burst. 

" Oh ? " repeated Tom, looking round upon 
them in surprise. " What do you mean by 
* Oh ? ' I was not thinking of you, of course." 

" Directly after breakfast ! '^ reproachfully 
murmured Jenny, looking first at her brother 
and then at Maurice. 

" What on earth does she mean, Ida ? " Ida 
was often expected to interpret on this wise. 

" Something was said about a snow-plough, 
I believe," replied she. " Was not that it, 
Jenny ? The children will have to go to the 
vicarage, if they can possibly get there, you 
know, Tom ; and I believe — I fancy — Mr. 
Stafford said—" 

" He said he would make us a snow-plough, 
and take us down on it himself. And Taffy 
was to draw it. And he had often done it. 
And he would make the plough himself. 
And it will be such fan. And, oh, Tom, donH 
say you won't." The above burst forth in a 
duet of impetuous demand. 

" A snow-plough, eh ? " said Tom^ good-hu- 
mouredly. *' Oh, yes, you can have that. Jen^ 
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kins can make you one easy enough. It is 
rather a good idea. We'll have a seat on the 
top, and one of the gardener's boys can trot 
you down — ^the only thing is, when ought you 
to be there ? I don't know if we could get the 
plough rigged out soon enough. At what 
o'clock do yoar lessons begin ? " 

" At ten ; but " 

" Ten ? We can't get you down by ten." 

" Oh, no," in chorus. " Oh, no ; they would 
never expect us for lessons to-day ; but if we 
could go and just see them, and tell them we 
were coming to-morrow," insinuated Jenny, who 
had obviously thought out the matter. "If 
Mr. Stafford," turning anxiously to him, " if he 
would take us down, and he said he would " 

*'AI1 right, I will," said Stafford, prompt- 
ly. We'll square it, somehow. When do you 
want to go ? Morning or afternoon ? " 

"It's no use putting off shooting till the 
afternoon," interposed Tom. 

" Look here ; shall we shoot now, and snow- 
ride after luncheon? " suggested Maurice. And 
thus it was arranged. 

Bob, the under-gardener, undertook the mak- 
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ing of the plough. It would be rough, but 
strong, and warranted to carry three people 
along the smooth winding of the avenue, which 
extended almost to the vicarage gate. Taffy- 
would make no objections to drawing it; Bob 
would answer for Taffy. He would bring it 
round after luncheon, between two and three 
o'clock. 

" I really see no need why you should be 
pressed into the service though," Tom turned 
to his friend, the matter being concluded. " If 
Bob makes the cart — or whatever we are to call 
it — ^he will probably be able to drive it better 
than either of us could ; and he is a very de- 
cent fellow, quite fit to look after my sisters. I 
have known him from a boy. Had we not bet- 
ter take something to eat in our bags, and make 
a day of it in the woods ? " 

"Just as you please." Stafford turned in- 
differently away. " Arrange it anyhow, and I 
shall be satisfied." 

" But you said you would take us." Jenny 
was too proud to speak, but little Louie's feel- 
ings were not so sensitive. " You did say you 
would," whispered she, persuasively. 
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" I suppose to-moiTow wouldn't do as well, 
eh ? " suggested Maurice. He was a sports- 
man, and he rarely had such a chance of sport 
as was now offered him. 

" Oh, to-morrow — or any day : come away, 
Louie. It doesn't matter when we go ; and it 
doesn't matter who takes us." Jenny seized 
her sister's hand. "/ don't think much of 
promises," continued she, crossing the room 
with a lofty step. " I never believe in them, 
especially when they are made by m^/?," van- 
ishing with this Parthian shot. 

" I say, do you really want me very much ? " 
called Maurice after the retreating figures. 

There was a sound of a halt, and a scuffle in 
the outer chamber. 

" I say — stop a minute," continued the pur- 
suer, advancing. 

But stop ? Not they ; with Louie already 
in tears, and Jenny on the verge ! How should 
they ever have looked each other in the face 
again had they now been caught, and seen? 
Obviously there had been a moment of uncer- 
tainty and indecision, a wild hope in the breast 
of the younger to be crushed by instant scorn 
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on the part of the elder ; and the outcome was 
a scamper, effectual if undignified, which left 
the room deserted, and the delinquent non- 
plussed. 

" I say — I'm very sorry," said he, slowly com 
ing back. 

" Pooh ! " said Tom. " I 'pon my word, 

Ida, I don't think the children ought to behave 
like that. Eh ? You must talk to them. We 
can't have them showing temper, eh ? And 
really they are old enough to undei'stand " 

" I never dreamed of its being a shooting 
day," interposed Maurice. 

" Pray don't think any more about it." There 
was a heightened colour on Ida's cheek as she 
turned towards him; both it and her tone might 
have meant anything. "They ai'e only chil- 
di*en, you know ; and it was rather — rather a 
disappointment. I told them before they came 
down-stairs, not to reckon upon it; but they 
seemed to think that Mr. Stafford " 

" Yes ; I did say 1 would take them. I say, 
Tom, perhaps I ought, you know." 

Tom, however, had no compunctions himselt, 
and no intention of gliding in to those of an- 
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other. He was annoyed and discomposed at 
the bare idea of such a thing as relinquishing 
the excellent sport which at length it was in 
his power to offer, simply because Jenny and 
Louie had presumed on the good-nature of their 
guest. Maurice himself was obviously only 
wavering under pressure. 

"It is perfectly ridiculous," fumed Tom. 
"Ida, can't you tell him how ridiculous it 
is?" 

But Ida had moved towai'ds the door. 

" Women never have any sympathy with 
sport," said Tom. And in less than half an 
hour the two set forth. 

" There they go ! " wailed little Louie from 
an upper window. " I knew they'd go. Nasty 
old snow-plough ! I don't care a bit about it 
now. It was Maurice's making it, and us help- 
ing him, and he driving, and we sitting up on 
the seat beside him, and all, that made the fun ! 
To go with Bob ! " 

" I'm not going with Bob," said Jenny, suc- 
cinctly. 

There was a pause. Obviously the remark 
had fallen flat. 
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'' I say, Jenny ? " a new suggestion in the 
speaker's tone. 

" Well ? " extreme dryness in the retort. 

" What if he comes back ? " 

" Come back ? How can he come back ? " 

" He may come back, you know. We were 
not to start till between two and three o'clock, 
and " 

" And they have taken their luncheon with 
them, that they may stay out for the day ! It 
looks as if Maurice were coming back, doesn't 
it ? " with deep disdain. " I don't care," pro- 
ceeded the indignant Jenny, with true femi- 
nine lack of logic. " He needn't suppose I 
care. If he doesn't like to come — if he doesn't 
come of his own accord — -I am sure we don't 
want him. But I wouldn't go and say I'd do ' 
a thing, and then not do it just because — be- 
cause — " with choking voice, " something bet- 
ter turned up. I didn't think Maurice had 
been that kind of a man." 

'* But we couldn't expect him not to like to 
go shooting with Tom ? " 

" We never did expect him ; " Jenny turned 
fiercely round. " He might have gone with 
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Tom easily — easily. He might have gone all 
this loDg morning, and come in to luncheon; 
and — and the plough wasn't to be ready till 
two or three o'clock." 

" Well, I say he'll come." 

" He won't come." 

" He will come. I say he'll come." 

" You say ? What has your saying to do 
with it ? " warming towards a quarrel. " Do 

you suppose anything you say " The door 

opened, and the elder sister entered. Each 
little girl turned away her head. " She is 
come to scold us," they thought. 

But Ida was not come to scold. Ida had 
been still more deeply wounded than either 
Jenny or Louie. There had been a little scene 
on the previous evening, of which no one knew 
but herself and Maurice. 

Maurice, running up the broad staircase in 
the moonlight, had perceived a slight figure, 
whose outlines he had learned to know, gazing 
from a windowed recess upon the silvered 
landscape without. He had paused, and drawn 
near. Ida had bidden him note "the flying 
cloud, the frosty light ; " had pointed out this 
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and that indication of a change in the mood of 
the elements, and had predicted just the clear, 
radiant day which followed. 

Then he had suggested a flight over the 
smooth snow, and had asked if she would 
share it ? He would construct a rude car, in 
which the two could sit, and which any of 
the sturdy little ponies in the stable could 
draw, and they would have a snow-ride to- 
gether. 

Ida had laughed and promised. She had 
looked surprisingly bright and lovely at the 
moment, and he had experienced a strange 
sensation while he regarded her. Subse- 
quently the construction of the snow-plough 
had been mooted in the general circle, and the 
promise had been made which had haunted the 
little girls' pillows all through their sleeping 
hours. Their trip had been openly and joy- 
ously discussed ; but that other, that preceding 
one, its forerunner and antecedent — about it 
Stafford had been dumb. Was innocent Ida 
to blame if such silence was inexpressibly dear 
to her heart ? 

She bad stepped down-stairs ia the morning 
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sunshine with all its rays reflected on her 
countenance. This was her day — the day she 
had predicted — the day for which she had 
somehow bargained. It would be the last of 
freedom, and of that delightful, easy sociabil- 
ity into which the little party had drifted, and 
which she would gladly have had go on — and 
on. 

True, she had herself drawn up the list of 
the future occupants of the guest chambers; 
and it never for a moment occurred to her to 
hope that anything might happen to interfei'o 
with the carrying out of the new programme ; 
but she sighed as she said to herself, " Our last 
day ! " and it needed all the enchanting pros- 
pect which that day held out, to chase away 
pensive regrets. Now, for the first time, she 
began to wonder if it could have been on her 
account that Maurice Stafford had remained at 
Duckbill behind the rest. The idea was pre- 
sumptuous ; but presumptuous reckonings have 
proved to be occasionally true ones. 

Maurice had given no reason for staying, 
and she knew he had been invited elsewhere. 
As for being bored, idle, or at a loss — he was 
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the busiest person in the place in his own way. 
He sawed and cut up wood in the yard ; he 
cari'ied it in, assisted by Jenny and Louie ; all 
three looking so glowing and rosy that Ida 
could have joined them with pleasure, but for 
the weight of her young-ladyhood. He put 
the old gun-room in order, cleaned every gun 
in the place, melted bullets by a fire of his 
own construction, whistled, and polished, and 
rubbed and scrubbed, and needed nobody to 
tidy up after him. 

The only difficulty had been in keeping 
Jenny and Louie away from such a fascinat- 
ing playmate. They also hankered after the 
emery cloth, and the sand-paper ; they had be- 
sought Ida to let them take down their skates 
to be cleaned, and made ready for the frost. 
Ida had demurred ; but on the occasion of the 
request it chanced that Tom was also busy in 
the gun-room, and since Tom was there, all was 
riglit. She had even gone in herself, just to 
take her own skates, and ask if anyone would 
kindly — and Maurice had got hold of them be- 
fore she could finish the sentence. He had 
furthermore pressed her te stay and see them 
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done — but this had been too much. Tom's eye 
had said, " I doubt if Lady De Rigueur would 
approve," and Ida had meekly withdrawn be- 
neath the glance, feeling somewhat doubtful 
also whether she should not have carried off 
the busy little sisters with her. But this she 
could not find it in her heart to do. 

Aware of the precarious nature of their 
stay, Jenny and Louie, with super naturally 
composed countenances, were affecting com- 
plete ignorance of anyone's entrance or pres- 
ence, so absorbed were they in their work. 
Jenny, on a rough bench close to the window, 
was to all appearance far too deeply concerned 
in making the most of the waning light of a 
winter afternoon to have a moment to spare 
for conversation or relaxation ; Louie was bent 
double over an all-engrossing iron, which ap- 
peared to need not only all her eyes and fin- 
gers, but both her ears into the bargain. 

" I may as well let them alone," concluded 
Ida. To do her justice, she only inflicted dep- 
rivations and restrictions at the fancied bid- 
ding of duty, or of Lady De Rigueur. Lady 
De Rigueur would, she considered, be satisfied 
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with her own retirement from the scene in the 
present instance, and accordingly she had with- 
drawn after leaving her skates in the posses- 
sion of Mr. Stafford. How was she to sup- 
pose that Mr. Stafford would bring them back 
to her himself, when finished ? 

She was in the drawing-room, of course. 
The drawing-room looked a trifle dull, in spite 
of a blazing fire whose fitful lights danced over 
the old-fashioned furniture, and she was in- 
clined to pity her poor little lonely self for be- 
ing obliged to sit there in state, instead of 
making one of the merry group she had left, 
hammering and tinkering to the sound of their 
own voices, when the door opened and Maurice 
came in, stood still, and looked around. It 
was obvious that at first he did not see that 
the chamber had an occupant. Ida was sunk 
in a low chair by the fire, and its broad pillows 
rose on every side. Only the brown coronet 
of hair which surmounted her shapely head 
was visible, and Maurice missed it. He had 
turned to depart, when she sprang up. She 
could not let him go, knowing that he had 
come to see her ; it was only kind, courteous, 
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polite to show herself more fully. Even now 
he did not perceive the movement, having his 
back turned. 

"Oh— ah— Mr. Stafford?" A shy voice 
faintly quavered through the long room — but 
it was enough. Retracing his steps with de- 
light, Maurice found his youthful hostess pret- 
tier, sweeter, softer, than he had ever before 
beheld her. 

Nor was there a single complaint made in 
the distant gun-room, although the deserter re- 
turned thither no more that day. A tacit un- 
derstanding on the subject prevailed. 

This little act of the piece before us took 
place, be it remembered, in the afternoon pre- 
vious to the construction of the snow-plough, 
so that it will readily be understood how the 
defection of their idol caused something more 
than the bitterness of disappointment in the 
breasts of two of his worshippers. They had 
been despised, and although they could not 
have put such a feeling into words, something 
within each swelling bosom whispered that if 
Ida, their beautiful and cherished Ida, had 
bt^en sufficiently appreciated— as till now they 
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had in their secret souls believed — they would 
not have been thrown over as they had been. 

All the same, the scene which had taken 
place in the dining-room had been terribly 
against rules, and now here was Ida come to 
tell them so. Both hung their heads. But 
when it appeared that Ida was come to do 
nothing of the kind, that no syllable of rebuke 
or admonition fell from her lips, nay, that her 
manner was peculiarly gentle, almost tender, 
little Louie nestled tearfully to her side, and 
Jenny could scarce find voice for a reply. For 
Ida had come to propose a plan. 

The sisters had a low dog-cart, which all 
three drove by turns — Ida was very just about 
these turns, and resolute that strict fairness re- 
garding them should be maintained — and she 
now suggested that the wheels should be taken 
off this equipage and runners substituted, so 
that, with a set of pretty bells attached to the 
harness, they could fly jingling about all over 
the country. 

The snow-plough, she said, was all very well 
for the avenue, or for some of the woodland 
paths, but it was hardly the proper sort of 
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vehicle to be seen in outside their own grounds, 
and certainly not in the little town four miles 
off. She would have a proper sleigh, and they 
could all go in it. They could go in it to 
church on Sundays. It would be such fun. It 
would be the only sleigh in the neighbourhood. 

Before the speaker had finished, her auditors 
were all eagerness, all excitement. How soon 
could the wheels be taken off ? How soon could 
the bells be sent for ? She had to sit down to 
her desk to pen a couple of notes straight away. 

And after all, it was really very nice going 
off in the snow-plough with Bob. At three 
o'clock, for he could not be ready sooner, Bob 
came round ; and so proud was he of his handi- 
craft, and so tempting did the funny little 
vehicle appear, that not a word was said about 
Jenny's not going, but the two little girls, 
screaming with delight, took their places on 
the narrow seat, and, waving their hands back 
to the watcher on the door-step, were driven 
off without let or hindrance over the smooth 
surface of the snow. 

" Go very nicely, don't they ? " said a voice 
behind Ida. 
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How she started ! 

" I am afraid I startled you," proceeded the 
Speaker. " Tom and I have had a great morn- 
ing's sport ; we found both woodcock and wild 
duck, and made havoc among them. You will 
say so when you see the bag. But we have 
been walking about pretty nearly up to our 
waists in snow in the dells — it is lying deep 
down there — so I thought I would knock ofE 
for to-day, and claim the fulfilment of yester- 
day's promise." 

" They are gone. You are too late." 

" Too late for them--^but, pardon me, not too 
late for you." 

" It was not veiy kind," said Ida, with a 
choking voice, " to disappoint my poor little 
sisters, when you saw how much it was to 
them." 

" I know. That was what I thought." 

" But you did not stay." 

" No, I didn't stay. I felt a perfect brute, 
but I couldn't give up the shooting." 

" Oh, of course. Never mind." 

"All the morning I have thought of the 
poor little things — and you." 
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"It was no matter for me — not in the slight- 
est. I hope you did not think of me for a mo- 
ment." 

" I did not," said Maurice, drily ; " not ' for 
a moment.' " Then, afraid lest she should 
miss the mark, being simple, " but I believe I 
thought of you from hour to hour. Miss Bar- 
net, will you forgive me ? " he added, after a 
moment ; " you are a sportsman's daughter and 
sister, can you at all understand the joys of 
sport ? Of course, I don't mean to say I was 
not a selfish brute, but somehow — well, the 
tiuth had better out — I believe if I had the 
option again, I should do the same as I did. 
There ! — that's a clean breast of it, anyway. 
And now that you know," with his bold, bright 
eye fixed full upon her, " now that you know, 
what have I to expect at your hands ? Mercy ? 

_0r ? " 

* * * ^ ^ 

The little girls were greatly astonished to 
find a different escort awaiting them, on their 
exit fi'om the vicarage, from that which had 
brought them thither. 

"You see, here I am," announced the un- 
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abashed culpiit of the morning. " I said I 
should drive you, so I am here to do it. You 
got the start of me in setting off " 

" Why, we were later than we said ; ever so 
much later." 

'' You were earlier than I could get up, any- 
way. And I had to change, and to sit by the 
fire a little bit, and hear what your sister had 
to say — but I pelted down when 1 did set off, 
I can tell you ; and here I am. Up you get ; 
that's right. We'll scud over the snow like 
lightning. Now then, Taffy, look alive. I am 
going to give your sister a turn when we get 
back." 

" Why, it will be nearly dark when we get 
back ! " exclaimed little Louie, holding on with 
both hands. 

But Jenny gave her a pinch, behind Mau- 
rice's back. 

"What did it matter about the dark, you 
very silly girl ? " said she severely, afterwards, 
the two being established on the watch, and 
the sleigh having gone forth again. " People 
like that^'^ with burning emphasis, " don't mind 
the dark. They like the dark. It is only not 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST. 65 

dark enough," as in the dim twilight the little 
car was seen approaching, and clear, ringing 
voices heralded the return of the deeply inter- 
esting pair. 

" If s all right,'' added the little girl to her- 
self, with a long-drawn sigh of satisfaction and 
relief. "All — all right. She wouldn't have 
gone out with him if it hadn't been ; and she 
wouldn't be talking like that, and laughing 
like that — oh, and I do believe they're off 
again ! Yes, they are — they are ! " in ecstasy. 
" Look, Louie, look ! They're off again, and 
it's quite light outside — quite light enough ; 
look how they fly along ! Quick ! " for Louie 
had scrambled down from the window-sill, 
thinking no more was to be seen. " Quick ! 
before they're out of sight. There, can't you 
see ? That dark thing just before the trees ; 
that's them. Now they're in the trees. How 
far will they go, I wonder ? "We'll wait here ; 
this is the place to see. But, Louie, we'll tell 
nobody — not even Tom. Remember that, 
Louie. Oh, how glad — glad — glad — I am. 
It's all right — and I said it would be ! " 

5 



CHAPTER V. 

GENERAL THISTLEBLOw's DISCOVERY. 

" Well, well, well ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! That is 
the best thing I have heard for a long time ! 
'Pon my word, that is amusing ! Caught in his 
own toils, eh ? Caught just where the shoe 
will pinch like red-hot pincei's ! Poor young 
fellow," cried a mocking voice full of delighted 
malevolence, as two elderly gentlemen stood in 
the window of a St. James's club. " Poor boy ! 
Bless my soul ! I never was moi'e taken aback 
in my life. I thought if there was one being 
on earth unlikely to be tripped up in that way, 
it was my most respectable young ward, Tom 
Barnet. That he should be harbouring the 
biggest scamp in England ! It's — bless my 
soul ! — it's the best joke out ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! " 

" I thought it devilish queer at the time 
that he could tell us nothing about this Staf- 
ford," chuckled General Thistleblow's com- 
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panion, who was none other than the Colonel 
Jessop already introduced to our readers. 
" Clarke and 1 said so to each other. No one 
knew where Stafford hailed from. He was 
not an old schoolfellow ; he was not a Cam- 
bridge man; and he was no relation. I said 
to Clarke, 'What on earth is his claim on 
Duckhill ? ' There isn't shooting here for 
every waif and stray whom Tom Barnet 
chances to pick up ; and if it turned out that 
Stafford was a crack-shot — as I suppose it 
would have done — all the more reason for not 
asking him. Let him go where there is better 
sport, or more of it. Duckhill is only so-so." 

" Hum ! So-so ? I don't know about that. 
I expect if we could have got at it, we should 
have been very fairly satisfied. I have shot 
the Duckhill woods for many a 5^ear past, and 
the bags never disgraced us. For my part I 
had no objection to Tom's asking whom he 
chose, and fully expected to find one or two 
young fellows of his own age ; but what I 
can't get over is the joke of his having inno- 
cently invited down to that quiet old place, one 
of the fastest men going. 1 think I see our 
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demure young landlord's face when lie finds 
out what he has done." 

" You are sure he did it in ignorance ? " 
" Ignorance ? Bless my soul, Jessop, you 
don't know the boy. He is simply eaten up 
with pomposity and — and priggishness. Mind 
you, I am not saying a word against the lad," 
— ^with a twinge of compunction; "he has al- 
ways behaved civilly enough to me; I have 
not a complaint to make; on the whole I — yes, 
it is only fair to say I have a sneaking regard 
for Tom; if he would but knock about the 
world for a year or two, and have the starch 
taken out of him, he might quite possibly turn 
into a very decent fellow. It is the con- 
founded solemnity with which he treats every 
trifling difficulty that occurs either in his own 
or his sisters' paths that staggers me. He still 
thinks it his duty to come to me for advice 
every now and then, you know. 'Pon my soul, 
sometimes it's all I can do to give it without 
bursting out laughing in his lugubrious face." 

"I expect you think he would have been 
none the worse for advice in the present in- 
stance, however ? " 
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" That's it. He comes to me to know about 
all sorts of things -I haven't the slightest in- 
terest in, and don't care the scratch of a 
pen about, and when he has anything in hand 
that I could help him with he is as close as a 
house. Of course I ought to have been con- 
sulted about this confounded shooting party. 
I should have looked all round, and gone into 
the matter with the greatest care ; and we 
might have had a very nice little time of it, 
even if the weather did play old Hariy with 
the shooting. I could have got — ^let me see " 
— musing, then with a swift recollection that 
he certainly would not have got the auditor 
whom he was addressing, " I could have got 
more than enough of the right sort, any- 
how. Instead of which poor Tom goes and 
makes a mull of it with Clarke and his wife, 
the Inderwicks, Whortlebury, those two Ver- 
nons, and Maurice Stafford," each name in suc- 
cession pronounced with its due contempt. 

"My wife has been in bed ever since she 
came home, from the cold she caught on the 
journey back," quoth Jessop. 

"No wonder. A cross-country joui*ney in 
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December is a deuced unpleasant performance. 
I thought I was in for something myself — but 
it passed off." 

" Anyhow it was better than staying on. To 
look out of one's window day after day, and 
see nothing but drenching rain and clouds al- 
most sweeping the ground, is enough to give 
anyone the blues." 

''They are frost-bound at Duckhill now, 
which is worse." 

"I don't know about that. There will be 
some cocking in a good frost." 

" And that's what someone else is thinking," 
said General Thistleblow, significantly. 

" Eh ? Oh, that fellow Stafford. Yes, con- 
found him, he has got the better of us in that 
respect. But he has had to pay for it. A 
week of Duckhill in driving sleet, with not a 
soul to talk to but four children, and nothing 
to do but play at ball with them with the bill- 
iard balls," cried little Jessop with a malicious 
cackle. "I say even woodcock shooting would 
be dear at the price." 

" Pooh ! pooh ! You forget ; you and I are 
old fogies, Jessop. Stafford is a youngster 
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himself. What's his age? We'll say eight- 
and - twenty. Eight - and - twenty to thirty. 
When I was thirty I should have asked for no 
better luck than to be shut up in a country 
house with a pretty girl like Ida Barnet ; and 
you may take my word for it, Maurice Staf- 
ford knows how to improve such an opportu- 
nity." 

"He didn't seem that sort of man, either," 
said Jessop, musingly. 

"No indeed, that's the beauty of it. He 
didn't seem in that or any other way to be the 
man we now find he is. Ha ! ha ! ha ! It 
makes me laugh whenever I think of it. At 
this very moment I daresay if we could look in 
at Duckhill we should see Tom and his sisters 
setting off for church " — (it was Sunday morn- 
ing) — " and the accommodating Stafford trot- 
ting alongside, prayer-book in hand — Ida's 
prayer-book, you may believe, " 

" Oh, come, Thistleblow, draw it mild. They 
don't get Maurice Stafford to church by all ac- 
counts. He would be mad with fright at the 
idea. Flirting with a pretty girl may be all 
very well, but not church-going ; no, by Jove ! " 
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shaking his head sagaciously, "not church- 
going." 

" I shouldn't mind wagering what you like 
that if anyone goes, Stafford goes. Bless my 
soul ! would he be such a fool as to affront 
the whole set of them — to say nothing of los- 
ing a nice walk, and all sorts of chances — 
just because he mayn't happen to be up in the- 
ology ? He has been at some decent school, I 
suppose. He must remember what he did at 
Eton, or at Winchester." 

" It would puzzle me to remember what we 
did at Eton." 

" You ? But you are an old reprobate ; Staf- 
ford is a young one. It can't be such a very 
great effort of memory to look back a dozen 
years or so. Oh, to church he goes, you may 
believe ; and poor honest Tom and that mettle- 
some Ida to boot, are so taken with their new * 
fiiend, and so edified by his piety " 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! It's too bad ; 'pon my word, 
it's too bad." 

" What's too bad ? " 

" Some one ought to tell them, Thistleblow." 

" Some one will tell them fast enough — when 



THE ONE GOOD GUEST. 78 

the time comes. The time for tellioo: has not 
yet arrived. Wait a bit; I shall have a jubi- 
lant letter from my late ward, accompanying a 
leash of woodcock and a couple of wild duck. 
He will tell me that he and Stafford shot them 
on such and such a day. He thinks he has got 
a great gun in Stafford, and that it will be a 
crow over me if he can show that Stafford got 
some shootins: after all. Then I come down 
upon him. I say, ' My dear fellow, as your late 
guardian, and your fathei''s old friend, will you 
take a well-meant hint without being offended ? ' 
Then I launch out and tell him all that you 
and I already know about this sly reynard who 
has got inside his quiet barnyard ; oh, I will 
make his eyes grow round, I promise you. 
And I must own it will give me some pleasure 
to do so. In any discussions we have had 
hitherto, somehow or other it has always been 
Tom who has taken the high ground ; and what 
with his long face and his scruples of conscience, 
I was often on the point of chucking up the 
guardianship in old days. I felt myself in such 
a confoundedly false position. It should have 
been I — not he — to raise scruples and talk 
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about conscience. What had a boy in his 
teens to do with a conscience ? He ought in 
common civility to have left that sort of talk to 
older people." 

*^ His conscience will sing rather small now, 
Thistleblow." 

"If it doesn't," Thistleblow laughed, "I 
know whose fault that will not be, eh, Jessop ? 
Oh, I have him now; I have him on two counts, 
as the lawyers say. First, I insinuate, ' What a 
thundering young fool you were to ask an ab- 
solute stranger to your house, where you had 
not even a resident chaperon for your pretty 
sisters ! ' — and second, ^ What the deuce did 
you mean by asking that stranger to stay on be- 
hind the rest of us, your own and your father's 
old friends ? ' That will be the gist of my letter, 
and it will be a stiff one for our young friend. 
He won't be able to look quite so loftily at me 
after receiving that document, as he has been 

« 

in the habit of doing of late." 

An acquaintance here interposed, and the di- 
aloofue terminated. 

It was a glorious winter afternoon in Picca- 
dilly. Not a trace of mist or fog mailed the 
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brilliancy of the atmosphere, and a fiery sun 
whose beams spread far and wide, sank with 
unabated sovereignty in a cloudless sky. 

All the world was out of doors, and all the 
world of fashion was engaged in making calls. 
Strutting along the familiar pavement with his 
chest well out, and his blue overcoat comforta- 
ble buttoned, our little Colonel experienced an 
internal glow of satisfaction of which he had 
not been conscious an hour before. 

He had gone to his club in rather a melan- 
choly frame of mind. His wife was ill, his 
house was dull, and he had not been asked any- 
where to dinner. Furthermore, he did not know 
exactly where to go for news, talk, and after- 
noon tea. Not that he took tea — he hated it — 
but he liked to drop in at good houses while 
that lively function was going on, liked to think 
he was obliged to '' put in an appearance " at 
affairs to which others were going, or at all 
events that he " owed a call " in this or that 
smart neighbourhood. 

He did not as a fact know many houses which 
he could thus enter. Later on in the year 
there would be more ; but in December, before 
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even Parliament had met, who could be ex- 
pected to have " rounds " to make ? 

Still, it was a nuisance to hang on at the club 
throughout a whole fine afternoon, and the 
prospect had made the haplesi little Jessop, as 
we have said, melancholy. With Thistleblow's 
news in his pocket, what better could he do than 
make for Lady Sophia Clarke as sharp as he 
could go, and he could not have desired a bet- 
ter house to call at than the Clai'kes' huge cor- 
ner mansion in Chestei^field Gardens. 



CHAPTER VI. 

A DRAWING-ROOM IN MAYFAIR. 

Colonel Jessop had not waited till now to 
pay his respects in so eligible a quarter as 
that to which we left him wending his way in 
the last chapter. 

The one i*edeeming feature of that disastrous 
shooting party which had resulted in his wife's 
sore throat and his own lumbago, was the in- 
troduction effected between them and the more 
august denizens of Mayfair. 

The Jessops had cringed to the Clarkes, and 
the Clarkes had permitted the cringe. They 
had not been genial ; they had not emitted 
more than the faintest flicker of civility, but 
they had " hoped to meet," and on that hope 
Jessop had already traded. 

He had looked in at five o'clock on the pre- 
vious Sunday, and had been endured. Some- 
thing had been said about calling on Mrs, Jes- 
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sop; and up6n hearing that the hardships of 
the return journey, undertaken in such in- 
clement weather, had resulted in an actual ill- 
ness, Lady Sophia, who was nothing if not a 
doctor, had prescribed with vehemence and up- 
lifted finger. 

Jessop had caught at the opportunity. His 
poor wife would be so gratef h1, so docile. 

Then the poor wife had been neither grateful 
nor docile, being a woman who could never see 
an inch beyond her own nose, and who in the 
present instance could not perceive that drink- 
ing dandelion tea and breathing sanitas out of 
a special inhaler, was little enough to do for 
the reward of Lady Sophia's favour. Accord- 
ingly the intimacy had not ripened, and all her 
august ladyship's medical interest and tardily 
aroused goodwill might have been allowed to 
die away without result, had Jessop not been 
afforded a chance of reawakening the latter 
by the bonne bouche he had picked up from his 
old friend Thistleblow. 

Somehow he had an instinct that Lady Sophia 
would rate at its true value General Thistle- 
blow's discovery about Maurice Stafford. 
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He had not heard Stafford's name once men- 
tioned in Chesterfield Gardens, but he had an 
observant eye ; he was tolerably sure that the 
tongue which had erst been loudest in praise 
of Maurice would not have been all at once 
and altogether dumb about him thereafter, had 
there not been a sore spot somewhere. 

"She will not be sorry to hear we were all 
mistaken in him," he shrewdly concluded, with 
a swift recollection of a little scene at Duckhill. 

He had been standing by when Mr. Staf- 
ford's intention of remaining behind had been 
announced, and when in reply to Lady Sophia's 
authoritative interrogations and exclamations 
the delinquent had answered by the briefest 
and most rudimentary of assertions; and it had 
struck him that the proud, imperious, domi- 
neering woman he saw before him, would never 
forgive such a moment. 

Lady Sophia was — ahem ! — a tartar. 

A charming, high-bred creature, no doubt, 
with every right to a spirit of her own, but not 
a person to lightly offend. He had caught his 
breath with amazement when Stafford thus of- 
fended. 
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Stafford, he had told himself, was an idiot 
to behave so. 

That a woman of Lady Sophia's rank and 
status should condescend personally to look out 
his train, and intimate that he was to share her 
own and Sir Robert's travelling compartment, 
was a thing to be proud of, not to be snubbed. 
The young fool was blind, stone blind, not to 
see what a feather he might have had in his 
cap. He had thrown away his luck, and it 
might prove that he had done still worse. 

" What will she say now ? " triumphantly 
chuckled the malicious little gossip as he hur- 
ried along. "She set us all the example at 
Duckhill. My wife and Inderwick's wife only 
followed suit. And Lady Sophia is one of 
your virtuous women, by Jove ! A devilish 
virtuous woman, I should say. I'd wager a 
good round sum she never speaks to Mr. Mau- 
rice Stafford again. No more looking out of 
trains, by Jove ! No more proffers of seats in 
carriages. Ha, ha, ha ! All Thistleblow cares 
about is to deal that soft young Barnet one in 
the eye — but what is young Barnet to me ? 
As long as he does not inveigle me down to 
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that old rain tank of his a second time, he 
may drown whom he pleases in it, for aught I 
care." 

Aloud. " Lady Sophia at home ? " finding 
himself on the doorstep of the house he was 
going to. 

Lady Sophia was at home ; and, truth to tell. 
Lady Sophia did not look overjoyed at the 
sight of her new visitor. She had given Colo- 
nel Jessop a finger and a smile the previous 
Sunday, and had warmed up towards the end 
of his stay so far as to send messages and pre- 
scriptions to his wife. But it was too soon for 
him to have called again ; she was not sure that 
it was not presuming ; for a full half minute 
she was inclined to consider that it was pre- 
suming, and in consequence to turn the cold 
shoulder, and turn off the still colder smile — 
but anon a thought occurred. 

The room was full, and a private conversa- 
tion possible; she would give Colonel Jessop 
the benefit of a private conversation. 

" Bitter weather this must be in the north, 
must it not ? " she began, easily. " We were 
lucky in making our escape fi'om Yorkshire 
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when we did, Colonel Jessop ; I daresay Mr. 
Stafford has fled the scene also by this time." 

" I fancy not," rejoined Jessop, delighted to 
have his tongue thus directed. " I have just 
come from the club where General Thistleblow 
was talking about Stafford, and he said " 

Other visitors demanded the attention of his 
hostess. 

("Now, will she return to the subject or 
not ? " pondered Jessop.) He had scarcely 
time to ask himself the question. 

"And what did General Thistleblow say ? " 
pursued Lady Sophia, who was at any rate 
mistress of her own drawing-room, and not to 
be thwarted by any interruption, or other ad- 
verse circumstance. "Was Mr. Stafford still 
at Duckhill ? " 

"Very much at Duckhill, Lady Sophia. 
Being deluged, submerged, and probably by 
this time hung all over with icicles ! A ter- 
rible fate, is it not ? And that is not the worst 
either." 

" Indeed ? " replied the lady, sharply. " To 
be deluged, submerged, and hung over with 
icicles ought to satisfy anybody. It sounds 
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like a inodera rendering of the old sentence, 
* To be hanged, drawn, and quartered.' " 

'' Excellent ! Very good. He ! he ! he I" 
giggled Jessop. (" It is a serious matter," 
quoth he to himself, *' when a woman like 
Lady Sophia makes a jest."^ " Excellent, in- 
deed. But all the same, I assure your ladyship 
there are worse things even than hanging, 
drawing, and quartering. For instance," with 
a sense of being keenly jocular, " what do you 
say to being bored to death ? " 

" Bored to death ? Nonsense." Despising 
the jester, it was not worth Lady Sophia's 
while even to smile at so absurd an anti-climax. 
Had she not desired an auditor for somethinor 
especial she had to say, the little colonel would 
have had no more of her attention. But as it 
was : " If he were bored, why did he not come 
away with the rest of us?" demanded she. 
" You don't suppose, Colonel Jessop, that a 
man like Maurice Stafford stops a minute 
longer anywhere than suits his own book ? " 

" A man like Maurice Stafford ? " echoed 
Jessop, faintly. He perceived that the coup 
on which he had been relying for future 
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favours, and a possible invitation to dinner — 
(the Clarkes gave good dinners) — was likely to 
fall flat. 

" Yes, a man like Maurice Stafford," repeated 
Lady Sophia, with unmistakable significance. 
" Now that I know the man Maurice Stafford 
is — which I did not^ I confess, a fortnight ago. 
If you did, Colonel Jessop ? " with threatening 
brow. 

" Ton my word, I knew nothing about him, 
nothing whatever. Lady Sophia. I — I had not 
even heard the name," panted the terrified Jes- 
sop. ("A deuced awkward woman to deal 
with," muttered he to himself.) 

" None of us knew, I suppose," resumed the 
lady, her frown relaxing ; " and what annoys 
me most is to think he was clever enough to 
take us all in " 

" Seemed such a nice fellow — easy to please 
— quiet — ^gentlemanlike," murmured Jessop. 

" Oh, gentlemanlike, of course. The one 
thing he was — and is. No one could say the 
man was not a gentleman. But that Sir Robert 
and I, who have always been so extremely par- 
ticular, and who disapprove so strongly of the 
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ways of fast young men, should have been let 
in by a party of children " — (Poor Tom ! Poor 
Ida !) — " and actually made to stay in the 
house, and — hobnob, for that is Sir Robert's 
word for it — with a worthless, dissipated young 
man who had to leave the army for debt, and 
has been mixed up in all sorts of shocking trans- 
actions besides, it — it really — really I don't 
know — I don't really know how to speak of it." 

(" How upon earth did she get hold of all 
this ? " cogitated Jessop.) 

His strong card was trumped, but he would 
still endeavour to win a trick or two. Lady 
Sophia obviously knew all there was to know 
about the delinquent Stafford, but he could 
agree and abuse, condole and conjecture. 

" It certainly was a mistake," he said, wag- 
ging his head with profound gravity. 

" A mistake. Colonel Jessop ? Well, if you 
choose to call it so. But I call it a piece of 
veiy great impertinence. We go down to an 
uncomfortable, out-of-the-way country house — 
we take a troublesome and expensive journey " 
— (Lady Sophia was an economist) — "we put 
our plans very considerably out, in order to 
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do a kindness to the orphan children of an 
old friend " — (" In order to give Sir Robert 
a week's good winter shooting," intern ally- 
amended Jessop) — "and we find domesticated 
at DuckhiU," proceeded the speaker, not re- 
garding truth as rigidly as she might have 
done, "this veiy — very undesirable guest. 
Naturally we were off our guard. We found 
Mr. Stafford pleasant, and we — and I — ^for it 
was I more than Sir Robert, I allow, permitted 
him to make advances ^" 

(" Made advances towards him," interpreted 
Jessop's mental guide.) 

" Which it will be extremely awkward now 
to repel," concluded her ladyship, stating her 
own view of the case with engaging faith in 
his credulity. 

Jessop bowed. 

(" Let her run on," he thought, " let her run 
on.") 

" I even invited him here " — Lady Sophia had 
now got the bit well between her teeth — " I 
told him Sir Robert and I would be very glad 
if he would call ; and, indeed, he nearly trav- 
elled back with us " 
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(" UDCommonly nearly ! ") 

" We had proposed returning to town by 
the same train.'* 

(" Which you looked out") 

" And I had a little dinner party arranged 
for this week to which I had meant to invite 
him." 

(" But to which you had not invited me. 
And I could have come without my wife, 
whom you know to be ill in bed ! Ton my 
word, you deserved to have the tables turned 
upon you, you nasty, philandering old vixen ! " 
Jessop's temper, never sweet, was now giving 
way. "To go and pester with your invita- 
tions an unprincipled young blackguard who 
will laugh at them in his sleeve, and pass over 
a man of position and means, and respectabil- 
ity to boot ! ") 

He felt more angry with Maurice Stafford 
than he had done yet. 

Up to the present moment he had simply 
seen in General Thistleblow's discovery a 
chance for bettering his acquaintanceship with 
the eligible Sir Robert and Lady Sophia 
Clarke; and while Thistleblow was revelling 
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in the opportunity afforded him for revenging 
the attitude preserved towards himself by his 
hitherto iiTeproachable ward, Jessop was men- 
tally turning over all he heard, and selecting 
for use such of it as might serve his own ends. 

But now that he perceived how much 
greater had been the impression made on his 
austere hostess than he had been aware of at 
the time, he experienced a new sensajjion. He 
also had a crow to pick with Maurice Staf- 
ford. 

As a matter of fact, every individual mem- 
ber of the ill-fated shooting party at Duckhill 
Manor now felt that they had been " done " by 
Maurice. 

They had not liked one another. They had 
been about as badly iissorted a set of people as 
could have been got together under one roof. , 

In their simplicity and utter ignorance of 
the world, it had seemed to the ingenuous 
young hosts when devising their programme, 
that certain people of a certain order, and with 
certain tastes, would naturally amalgamate. 
They had, as we know, bestowed an infinitude 
of pains upon the task of selection, and had 
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fancied themselves highly in luck when ready 
acceptances had poured in, and not a single 
defaulter made a room vacant at the last. 

Subsequently they had supposed that it was 
only the rain which spoilt everything — ^but it 
was not only the rain. 

It was not only the outer atmosphere which 
was heavy. 

The plain facts of the case had been that 
scarcely a man or woman present had had a 
good word for another, with a solitary excep- 
tion — ^that exception being Maurice Stafford. 
Into the rivalries and jealousies of the rest 
Maurice had not entered. He had been the 
confidant of detraction, of backbiting, of sly 
hints and innuendoes — and he had discreetly 
kept every word so uttered to himself. 

At the time this had won him golden opin- 
ions. A round, good-humoured face which 
could be trusted, was not to be met with every 
day ; and as one disconsolate hour after an- 
other had been dragged idly through, the pos- 
sessor of this inestimable treasure had grown 
to be more and more in request. 

Everyone by turns had appropriated Mau- 
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rice. In the end they literally struggled for 
him. General Thistleblow, who but rarely 
profEered a civility, had, as we know, extended 
the hospitality of his club ; the taciturn and 
aggrieved Vernons, who had expected a smart- 
er gathering and a bigger place, had owned 
to a yacht when alone with Maurice, and 
had offered a berth therein for a Mediterra- 
nean trip which was to be kept dark from 
Tom Barnet; and Lady Sophia Clarke, most 
remarkable of all ! had pounced upon an 
A. B.C. time-table, and insisted upon it that 
Mr. Stafford's train back to town was the 
same as her own and Sir Robert's. 

It had been something of a shock to every- 
body to leave Maurice standing placidly on the 
doorstep when the carriages drove off from 
Duckbill. 

They had felt themselves severally aggrieved. 
Each one had meant to have him. None of 
them, at any rate, had dreamed of the Barnets 
having him. The poor Barnets ! They did 
seem such an utterly insignificant little flock 
for the favourite to be wasted upon ! 

To be sure there was consolation in the 



I 
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thought taken from one point of view. Since 
Lady Sophia was not to have Maurice, it was 
something that neither Mrs. Jessop nor Mrs. In- 
derwick, neither Lord Wortlebury nor General 
Thistleblow had thwarted her in the matter ; 
and her ladyship's feelings were, with proper 
variation, the feelings of the rest. They were 
disconcerted, but not vociferous. 

It was only now — ^now on hearing how one 
and all had been duped, tricked, taken in by a 
frank eye and pleasant voice — that the cynical 
men and women who had allowed themselves 
to be thus over-reached, opened cry as with one 
accord, and gnashed their teeth with bitter cha- 
grin and unavailing regrets. 

Little did the four poor innocents whose 
misbehaviour was now on every angry lip, im- 
agine the thunderbolt that was in store for 
them I 



CHAPTER VII. 

"your uncle and I WOULD QUITE APPROVR.'' 

Meantime who more supremely resigned to 
fate than the young host of Duckhill, as he 
surveyed his freshly arrived batch of guests, 
and contrasted their joyous, anticipatory coun- 
tenances with the blank looks of dissatisfaction 
and despair which memory was for ever bring- 
ing before his eyes. 

A dozen nice easy people, with whom he and 
his sisters were at home, who made light of dis- 
agreeables, jested at disasters, and had become 
friends all round on the way down, were now 
installed in the spare rooms of the manor. 

" Capital ! " cried Tom, to himself. " Capi- 
tal ! " 

His weather would no longer be abused, 
nor his billiard balls found out. He could an- 
nounce ten degrees of frost, and be afraid of 
nobody. 
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" Now, aunt Bess, no sitting over the fire, 
you know. Aunt Tibbie's coining out, and so 
must you. We will find some way of keeping 
you warm; we'll push you about in chairs. 
Eh ? What ? What do you say ? Oh, the ice 
is as safe as a house ; we have had the ponds 
swept from end to end, and every living soul 
ought to be out upon them this glorious morn- 
mg." 



" My dear boy, I am afraid " 

He laughed. 

" But it is so very cold." 

"Can't have skating without cold, ma'am. 
And what would Harry and Charlie say if we 
had got them down here and no skating ? " 

" Well, ril come. But, Tom," cried his aunt, 
as with an elated nod and a ** Meet you at the 
ponds, then," he was turning away, "but Tom, 
one thing. I just want to ask you this one thing. 
I had no opportunity last night. This young 
Mr. Stafford — he is a friend of yours — he seems 
very nice —and I find he has been atDuckhill 
nearly a fortnight " 

" He came with the shooting party, you 
know, aunt Bess." 
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"I know. Yes, Ida told me ; but the shoot- 
ing party all left at the end of the week " 

" Oh, before a week ; they wouldn't stay a 
week." 

"And Mr. Staffoi'd stayed on. Was there 
any — ;ahem ! — reason for his staying ? " 

" Well, you see — the fact was — I don't sup- 
pose one could call it much of a reason — but 
we sort of wanted him," said Tom, with rather 
an embarrassed laugh. In his heart of hearts 
he knew that strict propriety had been evaded. 
" We did have a time of it with those others, 
Aunt Bess ; I do assure you it was simply hor- 
rible. Of course it was a mistake our attempt- 
ing that sort of party — at least I suppose it 
was — but they paid us out, anyhow. If we 
had only had someone to boss our side we 
might have managed ; but, as it was, they 
regularly bullied us in our own house. We 
seemed to need Maurice to stop on and comfort 
us. You have no idea what a comforting fel- 
low he is." 

" I can quite believe it. A very agreeable 
young man indeed. So good-humoured and 
well behaved." 
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" He's most awfiilly well behaved — that's 
just what he is." 

" And your sisters like him.? '* 

" Ask them. Just you ask them, and you'll 
hear what they say. Ida was quite pleased to 
have him stay — for, of course, I consulted Ida 
— and we agreed that as he was here — and if I 
put it to him that it was because he loas here 
we asked him on — there would be nothing odd 
in his staying. I hope you don't think there 
was anything odd, aunt Bess? " 

Had General Thistleblow been present' he 
would have beheld in the speaker's wistful 
countenance food for unrestrained mirth. Tom's 
aunt, however, saw nothing to amuse. Like 
himself, she was simple and serious. 

" I am sure you and dear Ida always act 
properly, Tom; and your uncle and I often 
hold you up as patterns in that respect. I 
merely thought — oh, it was nothing your ask- 
ing Mr. Stafford, nothing at all — I merely won- 
dered — it seemed a little peculiar his caring to 
stay " 

"You think he finds it stupid?" suggested 
her nephew, a little red in the face, " I dare- 
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say he does. But, at any rate, he has never said 
so to us. Those others did. You should have 
heard how they grumbled. That little beast 
of a Jessop," drawing nearer, ice and skating 
forgotten, — " you know Colonel Jessop of the 
Engineers, don't you? Well, but you know 
who he is, then ? He and my poor father weie 
brother officers, and I thought he would like 
to come and shoot here once again — he used to 
come in the old days — and we have good win- 
ter shooting if we have nothing else. He ac- 
cepted all right, and down he came, he and his 
wife, gladly enough ; but when it turned out that 
we couldn't shoot because of the weather, he 
grew as sour as possible, and grumbled from 
morning till night. And what's more, he went 
and — and found fault. Ida said he turned up his 
nose at our dinners. Well, we haven't a swell 
cook, that's a fact ; but I thought she did rather 
particularly well when those peo{)le were here. 
Jessop said she had only one soup. Well, she 
did give it us once or twice over; but it was a 
ripping soup, and I was always glad to see it. 
That was it again last night, aunt Bess." 
" A very nice soup, indeed, Tom.'* 
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" There, I knew you would say so. So does 
Maurice. He has had that soup ofE and on for 
a fortnight, and he never leaves a spoonful on 
his plate. He eats straight through the rest of 
the courses, too, for I have been watching him. 
Once there was a singed pudding — I don't say 
he ate that, because we had it sent away ; but he 
made believe not to smell anything, and talked 
to the dogs. I believe Jessop would have had 
out his pocket-handkerchief. Don't you think, 
aunt Bess, that it is not — not exactly fair of 
people to treat you like that ? Even though Ida 
and I don't have things quite right, we mean 

to " the muscles of his honest mouth set 

fast to repress all indication of wounded feeling. 

His aunt, however, was not to be put off 
with details of Colonel Jessop, and other peo- 
ple in whom she had no interest. 

Probably — for human nature is the same 
everywhere — it did not altogether displease her 
that the fine people to whom her nephew and 
niece had given precedence when reopening the 
hospitable halls of their forefathers should 
have been out of sympathy with Duckhill un- 
der its new conditions. 

7 
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To be sure, it had been laboriously explained 
that pheasant shooting being the raison dditre 
of the party, sportsmen and their belongings 
only had a claim to be included in it, and the 
present guests owned not a shot among them. 
Nevertheless, Mrs. Lytton could not help saying 
to herself that after all there was no need for 
the shooting party to have been the first party, 
and that dear Tom and Ida had carried tlieii 
love of precedent a little too far in making it 
so. It was quite to be expected that two such 
young, inexperienced hosts should fall into a 
hundred little errors when thrown entirely on 
their own resources, without any older head to 
fall back upon. 

Had the shooting party been an unmixed 
success, it would, as Tom had divined, have 
been a triumph for the givers thereof ; but per- 
haps it would not have warmed the blood of 
kinship in the hearts of their homelier relatives 
as did now the sense of participation in their 
wrongs. 

With such participation, however, all inter- 
est in the previous guests ended ; it was with 
Maurice Stafford alone that Mrs. Lytton's 
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thoughts were now busy, and about him she 
had, as may have been guessed, jumped already 
to a very natural conclusion. Certainly she 
had been summoned to Duckhill to preside over 
dear Ida's affairs. 

Here was a nice young man of suitable age 
and prepossessing exterior, apparently domesti- 
cated at her nephew's country house, very little 
having been said as to when he had come, and 
nothing at all as to when he was going away. 

It was plain that he was very much at home : 
as much at home as a man could be. Sundry 
little references had slipped out, allusions had 
been made, it had been let fall that Mr. Staf- 
ford had not only been brooming the ponds 
himself, but that he had kept others at the 
arduous occupation long after the general de- 
sire had been to slip away. Ida had laughed 
at the autocrat of the ice; Jenny and Louie 
had dubbed him a tyrant, and likened him to a 
slave driver. 

To be called a slave driver argues a high 
pitch of favour and intimacy. 

" He would do very nicely," cogitated the 
fond relative. " Quite good-looking enough. 
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And so agreeable and good-humoured. Dear 
Tom doubtless knows all about his character 
and principles ; Tom was always so particular 
about his friends, dear fellow. And as I ga- 
ther that Mr. Stafford has left the army and 
is in no profession, he must have some fortune. 
A man does not leave the army without having 
private means to fall back upon. Oh, I fancy 
we shall have everything settled very comfort- 
ably. But now, if dear Ida would only con- 
fide in me ! There are so many ways in which 
an older person can be of use. I could make 
up some little parties ; arrange some little even- 
ing entertainments. Ida is not — not — she was 
always remarkably independent as a child; 
never seemed to need one, nor to turn to one ; 

but still, perhaps in the case of a lover " 

and the result of such reflections had been that 
first of all it was absolutely necessary to find 
out if Maurice Stafford were, or were not, a 
lover. 

For this end Tom must now be detained. 

"So every one complained, and grumbled, 
and finally left in dudgeon ? Veiy rude of 
them," pronounced she, when the young man's 
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bosom had been discharged to the full ; *' very 
bad manners. Mr. Stafford showed hinjself a 
better bred man " 

" I don't think it was that, you know, aunt 
Bess." 

" How not that, Tom ? " 

" I don't believe it had anything to do with 
manners. If it had been only good manners 
we should have found it out among us sharp 
enough. We aren't fools. People think we 
can't see through them, but we do ; and I tell 
you what, even the children knew that Maurice 
was sorry for us, and sort of liked us." 

" I am sure he did. I never supposed for a 
moment that he did not. Still, he has pleasant 
manners, Tom." Mrs. Lytton was hardly logi- 
cal. " He has pleasant manners; and if he has 
also a good heart, all the better. I am sure, 
dear Tom, I — we — your uncle and I, would — 
would quite — we should quite approve of 
him." 

She had reached her point ; Tom's lips had 
actually opened for a reply, when — provoca- 
tion extraordinary ! — a step was heard in the 
ante-room. 
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Had Mrs. Lytton been an impatient woman 
she must have bitten her tongue with chagiinj 
so unfortunate, so cnielly mistimed was an in- 
terruption at the moment. 

The moment was unique. She had caught 
her man, caught him in a complaining, confi- 
dential humour — (Tom was seldom confidential 
with anyone but his sisters) — and caught him, 
best luck of all, while yet the day was young, 
and there were many hours left in which she 
could plot and plan. 

And now to have to turn her head, and re- 
ply to the tittle-tattle of a calm intruder who 
merely wanted to know when the post went 
out, and if she had any letters to send ? 

It was her own slow-ofstep and of speech 
husband who had meandered in, and who was 
now obtusely blundering on with one tiresome 
question after another, blind to her tapping 
foot and knitted brow. What evil spirit had 
sent him her way just now? And there he 
must needs stand stolidly still upon the glow- 
ing hearth-rug with an air of having found a 
good place on a cold day, and of having all the 
day before him wherein to enjoy it. 
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Tom, too, had turned to address his uncle, 
and opened a new conversation. There was no 
need to have done that. Had no one spoken 
to him, and had she looked, and winked, and 
coughed significantly, even her good John 
could hardly have failed to perceive that some- 
thing was expected of him, and his perceptions 
might have been guided in the right direction. 
He might have been got rid of under pressure. 
But to have Tom starting a moot question 
about farm hands and farm produce ! It was 
really annoying. Dire necessity sharpened her 
wits. 

" Well, if I am to go out, I suppose I must 
put on my things," she exclaimed, as though 
setting her seal to a previous compact. " Will 
you wait for me one moment ? " addressing her 
nephew, and shutting the lid of her recently 
opened wi*iting-case with a snap. Writing and 
everything else must give way at a pinch. 
"Ad you say, Tom, the morning is too fine to 
be spent within doors. You shall escort me 
down to the ponds." "And you shall tell me 
all about this interesting love-affair," added 
the speaker, in her heart. 
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Tom signified acquiescence, and away she 
went. 

It was something of an effort to go. Elderly 
ladies who have to resort to bonnets and 
mantles for outdoor wear, do not care about get- 
ting themselves veiled and gloved and rigged 
solemnlj^ out at an early hour of the morning, 
more especially when there is but little chance 
of their being able to keep dry footed, and when 
they have to hold their skirts up on every side. 

Snow and frost are welcome visitants to the 
young; but if one cannot jump and shout and 
keep one's blood boiling wdth mirth and exercise, 
they are robbed of some of their attractions. 
It is not wildly exhilarating to potter up and 
down a small space of swept ground, and make 
the most of every inch of clearance, even though 
the sun does shine overhead, and the landscape, 
pure and sparkling, cheer the eye. 1 fancy 
Tom's aunt would have enjoyed the sunshine 
and the snowy scene more from her arm-chair in 
the boudoir window, where she had been so co- 
sily established before her nephew sought her 
out, than she did while trotting backwards and 
forwards along the slippery edge of the ponds. 
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And, after all, she gained nothing by her 
little manoeuvre. Tom, indeed, had been in 
the hall as in duty bound, when armed cap- 
aypie she descended from her room ; but with 
him had been the two schoolboys, her own 
boys, the pride and delight of her life, and it 
was explained by both at once that they had 
come up on purpose to bring her down to the 
scene of action, and had cleared a path for her 
benefit, and borrowed a chair on which to wheel 
her about. 

The dear fellows ! It was impossible to be 
cross with them, or even to allow to her proud 
and gratified self that they had done the wrong 
thing. 

Her little talk with Tom must wait. Oh, 
what did it matter? Nothing at all. She 
would really prefer to wait. She had said 
enough for one day. Mrs. Lytton had a knack 
of discovering that her inclinations had been 
forestalled in the most wonderful way by 
those precious boys of hers ; and, as a revela- 
tion of motherhood, it must be owned that 
whereas the offending husband had been tapped 
at and frowned at, the still worse offending 
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sons were now received with open arras. Let 
those explain who can. Here was a model 
wife, devoted to a worthy spouse, and she 
could hurl secret anathemas at his head, where- 
as for the same high misdemeanor committed 
ten minutes later, she had nothing but kisses 
and smiles for the two great, sprouting, awk- 
ward schoolboys. 

She even felt it fortunate that she had put 
on her bonnet when she did. It was so kind 
of dear Harry and Charlie to have come all the 
way across the park on purpose to fetch her. 
How should they suppose she had anything to 
say to Tom which they might not hear? 

With one on each side, and Tom piloting cheer- 
ily in front, she was bustling along ; and there- 
after spent the rest of the morning, as we have 
said, ranging round and round her nai*row beat, 
and only thankful to be allowed to abide there- 
in, having at last been able to persuade her dar- 
lings that much as she felt indebted to them 
for the chair proposition, and absolutely as 
she trusted in their powers, her foolish fancy 
made her somehow happier upon terra fir ma. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



FROZEN PONDS. 



But if the hapless chaperon were thus im- 
molated on the altar of the ice-god, the rest 
had a merry time of it. 

It had not escaped Mrs. Lytton's eye that, 
on her first arrival upon the scene, the two on 
whom her thoughts were chiefly bent were in 
close proximity, — Mr. Stafford was busily ad- 
justing afresh the skate straps of her eldest 
niece — and subsequently she had the satisfac- 
tion of perceiving that he was at least as much 
in Ida's company as in that of anyone else. 
More could not honestly be said. 

Keen skaters revelling in a stretch of ice, 
clear as crystal, and untouched by the foot of 
man or beast, are in the mood for skating, not 
flirting ; and to fly and wheel, to laugh and 
shout, to grow rosy and out of breath and pull 
up only to exchange joyous greetings with 
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others equally paiitiug and radiant, form the 
business of the moment. Gaiety, merriment, 
mirth is the order of the day. 

Maurice Stafford, whose swift evolutions 
left behind all previous experience on the part 
of the others present, was apparently giving 
himself up to the enjoyment of the passing 
hour. His round face glowed with good-h umour. 
He laughed back to the applauding circle, and 
merrily vied with himself as it were in the 
performance of fresh feats, whilst they gathered 
round, and the bolder among them essayed 
to imitate. A sort of freemasonry of jollity 
seemed to animate every breast, and even the 
poor watcher on the bank strove to warm her- 
self at the universal flame. 

" It does one good to see the dear children," 
murmured she, with an involuntary shiver. 
" Such an excellent amusement ! So healthy ! 
Dear Ida never looked better ! Scarlet suits 
her; and really how well Tom has managed 
after all ! To get his uncle and me down just 
when the denouement may be expected to take 
place, and to hit off the dear boys' extra holi- 
dsiys too ! So lucky to have this place to take 
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them to when they had to be sent home a week 
before their usual time. Now if Tom and 
Ida wish it, we could easily stop on here over 
Christmas, or even longer. We might even 
stay to the end of the holidays. Of course if 
this engagement comes off, there would be a 
reason for doing so ; otherwise it would be a 
little awkward for Harry and Charlie to go 
back to school from here. Duckhill is rather 
a back-of-beyond place, — 

Her cogitations were interrupted by a shout 
from the ice. Mr. Stafford had succeeded in 
teaching Charlie one of his own figures, and 
Charlie was wildly signalling to his mother 
to witness his exhibition of it. Stafford was 
also calling to her. It needed but this touch 
to put the finish to the parent's delighted ap- 
proval of the latter. " He must be a very nice 
man," said she to herself. 

Presently down came her husband from the 
house. He had found the house lonely. Not 
a sound had reached his ears since he was left 
solitary in it. He was tired of his book and of 
his own company, and the sight of a moving 
crowd — ^it is strange how few figures are re- 
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quired to make up a crowd when forming the 
central objects of a snowy landscape — the 
cheery sight had proved in the end irresistible. 
With his cap turned down over his ears, and 
his thick coat well buttoned up, he was now 
seen tramping over the snow. 

"That's right, John." Mrs. Lytton was her- 
self again, — almost anyone to share her dreary 
watch would have been welcome, and she was 
really glad to see John this time, — " that'js 
right. It is far too fine to be wasting time 
indoors." Her feet were cold as stones, and 
she had been aimlessly up and down the track 
a hundred times, but she still tried to think 
she was taking advantage of the beautiful 
morning. "Here is a nice path that Tom has 
had cleared," proceeded the speaker cheerfully. 
" One need not go on the ice at all " 

" — Not go on the ice ! " John burst out 
laughing. " Not go on the ice ! " cried he. 
" Good Lord ! What are you doing here, then ? 
Do you mean to say," fumbling down the 
bank as fast as he could get, " do you mean 
to say you have been pottering up there — 
here, come down — here's my hand" — he was 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST. Ill 

now safely established after a stagger or 
two — " here, Tom — here — oh, Mr. Stafford, 
it's you ? Will you kindly give my wife your 
hand ? Hoots, nonsense ! " as she drew back. 
" What are you afraid of ? The ice is strong 
enough. If it will bear me, it will bear you. 
Come along " 

" — Pray come, Mrs. Lytton," cried Maurice 
persuasively, and as he spoke he ran up the bank 
sideways in his skates. "I have not bothered 
you before," he went on, " because I thought 
you would like to grow accustomed to the look 
of the ice first; but now if you will let me 
guide you down, I give you my word I won't 
let you fall, and you will enjoy yourself ever 
so much more, down among us all, than up here 
by yourself." 

" Do come, auntie," cried Ida's ringing voice 
behind him. 

" You can't refuse Miss Barnet and me. con- 
jointly," said Maurice, turning his head round. 
Something in his voice, and still more in his 
look, gave to the words a significance they had 
not otherwise possessed. Surely they were 
simple words enough, but they were not simple 
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as Maurice Stafford spoke them. Just as an 
artful chef wiW compound a thrilling dish out 
of the most ordinary ingredients, so will a cun- 
ning lover turn ev^ery trifle to account. A flush 
on the girl's fair cheek betrayed that the shot 
had told. Maurice had once or twice of late 
said such things, things which if anyone else 
had ventured upon he would have known better 
than to repeat the offence. But this guest was 
not as other guests. He had stuck by the out- 
raged, humiliated, miserable little quartette in 
their need. He had cheei*ed away their gloom, 
and thrown to the winds their heart-burnings. 
He had become privileged. 

Jenny and Louie, as we know, had learned 
to suspect that Ida would give way if they 
could back a request with " Maurice sent us to 
ask you." Tom found that he might quote 
Mr. Stafford without having his quotations 
snapped at and disposed of. It must be con- 
fessed that Ida was disposed to snap when she 
did not approve of Tom's authority. Her nat- 
ure was freer, more independent than his ; and 
though their tempers suited, and their aims 
in life were identical, the sister would occa- 
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sionally rely entirely on her own judgment, 
when Tom would seek General Thistleblow. 
But now both were of one mind. Tom openly 
hung upon Stafford's lips ; Ida's meek subser- 
vience betrayed his still more complete do- 
minion. 

But we digress. We left Mrs. Lytton halt- 
ing irresolute on the brink of the ice, one skater 
by her side importuning her to descend, the 
other from below seconding his entreaties. 
What could the good creature do but yield? 
She said afterwards that she knew beforehand 
she must fall. Stafford said she put her foot 
into a rabbit hole. Certain it was, that ere any 
one could intervene, or indeed see what had 
happened or was likely to happen, the victim 
of complaisance, who was stout and somewhat 
heavy, was on her knees plunging downwards ; 
Stafford, who had been dragged down by hei', 
was on his back, likewise slipping rapidly ; 
and Ida, who had advanced to the edge in order 
to facilitate the descent, was knocked sharply 
over, and lay upon the ice, her temples bathed 
in blood. Her head had struck against the 
sharp edge of the skate above. 

8 
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Had it not been for the cap of thick tweed 
which had been donned that morning at the 
bidding of her new master, the cut must have 
been much more serious ; as it was, the brow 
had merely been grazed, and the cheek below 
laid open for about an inch. Ida indeed found 
the accident only laughable, strove to laugh, 
and — found the accents cleave to her tongue, 
and the faces around her grow dim. 

" Water ! " cried a voice in her ear, and the 
voice seemed to surge and thunder like. a thou- 
sand voices. Then all was still. She fainted 
away. 

We will pass over the scene of consternation 
and confusion which ensued. Water, which 
was eagerly demanded on all sides, was of 
course the very last thing to be obtained when 
every puddle on the grass was frozen ; and be- 
fore even an opening at the edge of the ice 
could be effected, some minutes of torturing 
suspense had to be undergone, since no one 
could say how deeply the cut had penetrated, 
nor whether the swoon was due to the sever- 
ity of the injuries sustained, or to a lesser 
cause. 
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In the tumult it escaped reuiark that Staf- 
ford, who had been the first to raise the un- 
conscious form from the ice, still held it in his 
arms, and strove to quench the stream which 
flowed from the cut by the pressure of Ida's 
own little gossamer handkerchief, his face set 
as a flint, his brows heavily drawn together. 
The part should hardly have been taken by a 
stranger; and, although to this one the accident 
was due, he might have been relieved had any 
one — Tom, for instance — thought of relieving 
him. Tom, however, was thinking of nothing 
less. The moment his sister opened her eyes, 
and sighed with a consciousness of returning 
life, Tom's own knees began to tremble omi- 
nously. He had been mortally frightened ; he 
had never in his life seen any one faint, and he 
was an attached brother. Dash it all ! He 
could not stand upright. 

" Look out there ! He's going too," cried 
Stafford, chancing to glance round ; and, to his 
intense disgust, poor Tom found himself the 
next minute being gently escorted towards a 
strip of carpet on duty for a seat, while a brandy 
flask was held to his lips. His uncle John had 
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produced the flask, and Ida had already had 
the benefit of it. All the mortification which 
had gone before, was nothing to the shame of 
this. Very anger pulled the boy round. That 
he, a man, one-and-twenty years of age, should 
go off like a silly girl, and go off too without 
the excuse of a fall or a blow ! 

" Pooh ! That's nothing," said Stafford, sub- 
sequently. " Lots of young fellows do it. On 
a hot day I have seen them fall forward on 
parade like a row of ninepins. And it's a 
great deal worse seeing some one else hurt than 
being knocked over yourself, especially when 
it's some one you — you care about. I don't 
wonder at you, Tom, not in the very least. I 
assure you, I — ^between you and me — I felt un- 
commonly queer myself." 

"No? You didn't?" 

" I did, upon my word. You see it was the 
sharp edge of my skate she struck against. I 
was slipping down the bank — your aunt 
dragged me down in her fall — between us we 
bowled over your sister — and it might have 
been a long way worse than it was, all things 
considered. But I got an awful fright when 
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she fainted. The cut was nastily near a very 
bad place." 

** I know," said Tom, in rather a sick voice, 
" the temple." 

Maurice nodded. "I once saw that done," 
he muttered to himself. 

'^ Did you ? " interrogatively. 

"Yes. It was a bad business. We'll not 
talk of it. Your sister is all right anyway. 
Only I don't wonder you were upset by the 
sight. You knew — as I did — what a near 
thing it was." 

" There he is again ! Such a comforting fel- 
low ! " A minute before, the sorely humiliated 
youth had scarcely cared to look the older man 
in the face, now every sting which mortifica- 
tion had inflicted was withdrawn. Tom found 
himself quite ready for his luncheon, quite hun- 
gry for a good cut of the game pie jvhich had 
been concocted out of sundry windfalls which 
had fallen to his gun since shooting again be- 
came a possibility, and quite able to play the 
host, with carving knife and fork uplifted. 

" I hope we shall have Ida down at dinner," 
he observed cheerily, " but you must take her 
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place till then, if you please, aunt Bess, and we 
will do as well as we can without her. Which 
of you are going to skate again in the after- 
noon ? You boys, I know. But what do you 
say, Maud and Caroline ! " — to some cousins of 
his own age, whose mother was the aunt Tibbie 
already referred to in these pages. 

The young ladies expressed their willingness 
to resume their skates. The afternoon was 
clear, and they were not too tired. It would 
be a shame to be content with only half a day. 
The speaker, Caroline, a fresh colored damsel, 
mthout any pretensions to beauty, further 
added that she hoped and proposed to skate 
every day and all day long while there was 
frost in the air and ice on the pond, a senti- 
ment which met with general approval. 

"I only wish we covild," subjoined one small, 
anxious voice. 

" And why can't you ? " was demanded of 
little Louie, to whom the sigh was traced. 

" Lessons," promptly. 

" Lessons ? Oh. Haven't your holidays be- 
gun yet ? " inquired her uncle. " Here are 
Harry and Charlie holiday making. To be 
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sure, they came back a week too soon because 
of the measles or something. Why didn't you 
get up a measles at your place too ? " 

" There is no one but us to get it up, uncle 
Jack." 

" No one but you ? Are you not at school, 
then ? " 

" We are not at school," explained Jenny, 
patronisingly. " We do lessons at the vicar- 
age, and Mr. Stafford drives us there and back 
in the snow-plough every morning." 

Mr. Stafford drives us ! Even Mr. Stafford 
felt uncomfortable. The remark was true 
enough; for the past three mornings he had 
steadily escorted the vicarage pupils to and fro 
on the little snow-plough, and only the Satur- 
day holiday had released him and them on the 
present occasion. But there was a breadth 
and comprehensiveness about the calm asser- 
tion which was somewhat embarrassing. It 
seemed to embrace the past, present, and future 
tenses all at once. " Mr. Stafford drives us " in- 
feiTed that Mr. Stafford had been driving for an 
indefinite bygone period, and would continue to 
do so with an equally unlimited range in front. 
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Children are apt to make such assertions. 
Their horizons are narrow, and they become so 
soon acclimatised to any novel state of affairs, 
that they fail to realise it as either new, or 
temporary. How often does one hear " We 
always do this, or that," from rosy mouths, 
which scarcely know what the word "always" 
means ! Then it becomes difficult to set such 
small blunderers right, for they will demand 
chapter and verse which it is often not worth 
while giving, and fight every inch of the 
ground until an impression is left in their 
favour by the very pains which has to be taken 
to get rid of it. 

In the present case both Jenny's brother and 
his guest were aware of a certain silence which 
fell upon the party, consequent upon the little 
girl's speech. 

Aunt Bess looked " Oho ? " Maud and Caro- 
line glanced at each other ; their mother's eyes 
twinkled over the glass of sherry she was sip- 
ping ; and only uncle Jack munched away as 
usual. 

"Lessons at the vicarage, eh?" quoth he, 
jocularly. " 'Pon my word that's a nice, easy 
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way of being schooled. Haven't you so much 
as a governess, then ? What do you do all the 
rest of the time ? Run wild, eh ? " 

"We do our preparation," retorted Jenny, 
scornfully. " We don't need a governess to 
help us to do it ! " emphasising the words 
with the grudge implanted by bitter memo- 
ries. " And we don't ' run wild ' one bit more 
than we did when aunt Joanna was alive, and 
we had Mademoiselle with us all day long. 
Ida wouldn't let us ' run wild ' if we tried. 
She " 

" Lets you drive about on snow-ploughs, eh ? " 

" We have to get to the vicarage, somehow, 
uncle Jack. And it is such fun — Mr. Stafford 
drives us " 

("Oh, blow!" ejaculated Stafford, inter- 
nally.) He had thought they were off the 
dangerous ground, and had been blessing his 
own self-control, and the old gentleman's ob- 
tuseness for thus giving the subject the slip. 
To have it now cropping up again ! He must 
take notice this time. 

"We had a plough made on Tuesday, and 
they elected me charioteer for the nonce," he 
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turned to his next-door neighbour, speaking so 
as to be heard by all. " I daresay one of the 
boys will like to succeed to the post " 

" Yes, rather," from Harry, who was over 
the way. 

*' It was not bad fun," continued Maurice, 
by his air transferring the privilege. " It 
really wasn't. The little pony goes awfully 
well. Only you must take care at the start. 
Just for the first few steps. He is all right 
for the rest of the time." 

As he spoke a pair of earnest eyes regarded 
him, " Aren't you going to drive us at all, 
never again, then ? " said little Louie. Her 
grammar was useful ; it afforded an occasion 
for a laugh, under cover of which the person 
appealed to could reply, "You would rather 
have one of the boys, w^ouldn't you ? " and 
'twixt banter and rejoinder the subject died 
away of itself. 

In his own mind Mr. Stafford saw himself 
some one else*s charioteer, presently. The pretty 
sleigh was in good working order, and what 
better carriage could there be for one who might 
for the next few days be treated as an invalid ? 
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At the very same moment General Thistle- 
blow, communing with himself in the great hall 
of his club, was wondering why the devil Tom 
Barnet didn't send those v^oodcock, and mus- 
ino: how he should administer the cold donclie 
he had in store for Master Tom, supposing the 
woodcock were not to appear at all. 



CHAPTER IX. 

PUTTING ON A GAME-BAG. 

" What do you think about it ? " said Maud 
to Caroline, directly the two were alone to- 
gether. 

" Oh, I think it will do very well." Her 
sister had already considered and decided upon 
the point. " He is not handsome," she ob- 
served, however. 

" Oh, no." 

" At first I thought him almost ugly — or at 
any rate, uninteresting — but I don't think him 
uninteresting now. And how beautifully he 
skates. We must practise that circle this 
afternoon, Maud. As the men will be out 
shooting, there will be no one to see us, and we 
ought to be able to do it, if we have the whole 
afternoon's practice by ourselves." 

" You may. I don't expect I shall." Maud 
was not so enthusiastic. "I wonder when it 
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will come off ! " she added, her mind running 
more upon bridesmaids' dresses than the out- 
side edge. 

"Yes, indeed, so do I. If Ida were like 
other girls, I should soon have it out of her; 
but she and Tom are such queer, formal creat- 
ures. She has never let fall the slightest hint, 
and yet I am sure," pausing to consider, " yes, 
I am sure there is something to hint about, 
aren't you ? It is Ida he is here for, isn't it ? 
I wish she would say something. I will go to 
her boudoir and sit with her, after we come in ; 
perhaps she will let me have tea there ; she is 
to stay quiet for this afternoon, you know ; 
and then I will see what I can do. Now be 
quick ; the boys are waiting, and I am all 
ready." 

" Are Jenny and Louie coming too ? " 

" Of course." 

"Then why can't we find out from them 
about Mr. Stafford ? " 

" Try," said Caroline, grimly. Already she 
had herself tried. 

" Is it no good ? " 

" Either they don't know anything, or they 
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have been drilled into not saying anything. If 
the last, I never met such close little creatures. 
I walked to the ponds with Jenny, and began 
carelessly — ' How nice Mr. Stafford is ! Have 
you known him long ? ' What do you think 
she answered ? Simply this : ' I don't know 
about the others. Louie and I have only 
known him since he came here.' Well, that 
told me nothing, of course ; so then I tried this 
— I said, ' He has been here a long time, hasn't 
he? ' As demurely as possible, she replied, ' He 
came to shoot.' As if coming to shoot entailed 
a residence of weeks in the house ! * Well,' I 
said, * I hope he will stay, as he is here, for he 
seems so good-humoured and jolly ; just the 
right sort of man to have in a country house ! ' 
And not one single word did she say in reply ! 
I couldn't go on after that, you know ; it 
would have seemed as if I were looking after 
him for myself." 

" Did you see his face at the accident ? " 
"I did not think much of that. Anyone 
would have been in a fright, when it was his 
skate that cut her head." 

"Fancy Tom's turning sick ! " 
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" Oh, Tom ! Toin's only a boy," rejoined 
her sister, contemptuonsly. '' Boys of that age 
faint when they are vaccinated, or see anyone 
else vaccinated ! They do ; I know. Tom 
thinks he is fearfully old and grand — but he is 
really a very mild youth. It makes me laugh 
to see his anxious face going about. He is so 
dreadfully in earnest over every trifle ; and 
when anything goes wrong, he looks as if the 
world were coming to an end ! If any real 
evil were to befall one of them, I verily be- 
lieve it would break poor Tom's heart." 

The last words were spoken as the sisters 
emerged from their bedroom, and the speaker 
had to lower her voice in order not to be 
overheard. 

In the large square hall below, there were 
several people assembled. Tom and Maurice 
Stafford were starting for the woods ; Mrs. 
Lytton was luxuriously watching their equip- 
ment, and toasting her toes at the huge fur- 
nace which warmed the hall ; and the boys 
were hovering round, fingering and inquiring. 
Jenny and Louie were not, however, visible. 

''They are in their schoolroom," ex})lained 



128 THE ONE GOOD GUEST. 

Tom, in answer to bis cousins' interrogation. 
" Saturday is a holiday, so they are not at 
work there, and I believe they are all ready to 
go off with you as soon as they are called ; 
but we don't allow them to be hanging about 
downstairs." 

*' Perhaps they are with Ida ? " suggested 
Maud Western. 

Maurice Stafford looked up quickly. 

" Oh, I don't suppose so," said Tom. " The 
schoolroom is their place after luncheon, until 
they are called. Are you ready, Maurice ? We 
may as well be off now." 

" One moment," said Maurice. " This — ah — 
strap is not quite tight enough. I think you 
are right. Miss Western," in an undertone, 
" Jenny ran along to her sister's room just now. 
She will be back immediately. Bother this 
strap — I must bore a new hole — your knife, 
Tom — shan't keep you a second." A flying 
step was heard on the staircase. " I thought 
so, here she comes." The last words being ut- 
tered in the same subdued aside, which was 
only for the ear of the nearest person. Then 
the speaker glanced upwards. 
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It was obvious that his messenger — if Jenny- 
were a messenger— had not expected to iSnd so 
many in the hall on her return from . the em- 
bassy, and on perceiving who were present in 
addition to her brother and Maurice, her step 
slackened, till iSnallv she descended the last 
few steps of the broad, old-fashioned staircase, 
dropping from one to the other, as though 
about to come to a standstill on each. 

"There's your knife, Tom," said Maurice, 
loudly. The next moment, with a sudden 
hasty diligence which had the effect of scatter- 
ing the group to right and left, he was press- 
ing swiftly by the new arrival who still stood 
undecided at the bottom of the staircase. 

" Come along, Tom. Jenny, will you sling 
on this bag for me ? " 

He inclined his head towards Jenny as he 
spoke. She raised her arms and the game- 
bag was dropped over it. The two heads were 
very near together, and something — ^but no 
other person present could hear what — cer- 
tainly did pass between the two. 

It might have been a mere remark, or inter- 
rogation on his part, and rejoinder on hers. It 
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might have related solely to the service she 
was rendering him. On the other hand, it 
might have been a sovereign's demand of his 
envoy how she had sped upon a mission, and 
the envoy's laying of her report at her master's 
feet. 

Maud Western, who could see, though she 
could not hear, inclined to think it was the last. 

'^ He did it beautifully — ^just beautifully," 
cried the little ambassadress, however, to her- 
self. " Nobody could ever have guessed. And 
I didn't know how I was ever to get at him 
with all those heaps of people standing by, 
and uncle Jack who always will talk to me 
whenever I go near, as if on purpose to draw 
Tom's attention, so that Tom begins at once 
with his *Why are you not in the school- 
room ? ' As if I'm not in the schoolroom for 
hours — as if I'm not always in the schoolroom 
whenever I am not out of it ! Maurice is the 
only person that ever seems to think Louie and 
I shouldn't be in the schoolroom all day long. 
And I was determined to get at him — deter- 
mined. Tom couldn't stop that. I do hope 
Tom won't stop his going. But there, I don't 
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suppose Maurice would let him stop it," and 
thus pondering and cogitating, the little girl 
trotted along by the side of the skaters, her 
mind running as fast as her feet, and the blood 
in her veins dancing with excitement 

She had been sent up to Ida — sent, as instinct 
told her, with a secret message — ^for which a 
secret answer was desired. 

Not a syllable had been breathed regard- 
ing this secrecy. Maurice had not even taken 
her apart, or dropped the casual observation 
** Don't say anything about it : " but he had 
by apparent chance found his way to the far- 
away schoolroom, the despised haunt of the 
schoolroom pair, and by real good luck found 
the elder of the pair, and her own especial 
friend, alone therein. 

Then this had followed : ^' Jenny, you're go- 
ing skating this afternoon ? ^ 

" Yes." 

" All of you ? " 

*' Yes, all of us." 

" And your uncle Jack, and aunt Bess, and 

your other aunt are goiug to drive in the 

sleigh ? *' 
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" Yes. It is ordered round at three o'clock. 
Uncle Jack is to drive." 

" Your sister Ida will be all alone ? " 

Jenny nodded. 

" Don't you think she would like to have 
some one go in and sit with her ? '' 

Jenny smiled. 

" But you see Tom and I are going off shoot- 
mg." 

Jenny was all attention. 

"You ask your sister this," said Maurice, 
drawing nearer, " mind you say these very 
words. Ask her fi'om me, whether, if I should 
come in from shooting presently, while the rest 
are out of doors, she would let me come and 
see her in the boudoir ? I say," as the little 
girl was about to start on the instant, " don't — 
don't startle her, you know. Just take your 
own time, and do it quietly — ^not before other 
people." 

" 0"h, there's no one with her." 

"All right. Go when there's no one with 
her, and you can just tell me quietly too, you 
know. Other people are only bothers, aren't 
they? They don't understand about things. 
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But you understand, don't you? Well, you 
just manage it and^and I can wait here till 
you come back." 

But he had not been able to wait there till 
she came back. 

Tom had missed his fellow-sportsman, and 
begun to look for him and to shout for him, 
long before the faithful little girl had accom- 
plished her task, so that he had been reluctant- 
ly compelled to quit his stronghold and come 
forth, lest suspicion should be awakened, and 
curiosity set afoot. He had, however, trusted 
Jenny. 

Jenny's face had crimsoned and her eyes had 
lighted up while he spoke ; she had been so 
proud of the trust reposed in her, and so im- 
pressed with the gravity of her mission, that 
intelligence had beamed in every feature, and 
Maurice had felt coniSdent that, whatever hap- 
pened, she would not betray him. 

In consequence he had joined Tom in the 
hall, secure of being found there, and of finding 
some means of communicating with his accom- 
plice.. Her slower step and wistful perplexity 
at sight of his companions was exactly what he 
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had anticipated, and we know how he contrived 
to break through the barricade surrounding him 
and obtain her ear. 

In the moment of bending his head to re- 
ceive the large leathern game-bag, which he had 
put into the quickly-comprehending Jenny's 
hands, he murmured, "Will she see me? " and 
the answer he received was conveyed in the 
single word " Yes." 

Thus Miss Western was not at fault in con- 
sidering that a transaction of some importance 
took place beneath her very nose, though in- 
audible to her ear, before she set forth on her 
skating expedition. 



CHAPTER X. 



A sportsman's trick. 



Brilliant winter mornings have an ugly trick 
of turning into dull and misty afternoons, and 
though the various parties at Duckhill Manor 
were not prevented from setting forth on theii* 
several expeditions, the glory of the day had 
departed ere the sun had begun to decline, and 
nothing but shooting, skating, or sleighing 
would have kept anybody out of doors after 
three o'clock. 

But what cannot people put up with who 
are healthy, good-humoured, and on pleasure 
bent? What cannot even women do, who 
make up their minds to do it ? 

Had the peevish fine ladies, Tom Barnet's 
first guests, been still at Duckhill, scarce a foot 
indeed would have stirred out of doors after 
the plenteous luncheon which followed the ef- 
forts of the morning. Mrs. Jessop would have 
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retired to her bedroom sofa; Lady Sophia 
Clarke to the writing-table; and the rest to 
fancy-work and novelettes ; but the aunt Bess, 
and aunt Tibbie who now set forth, gallantly 
escorted by uncle Jack, in the cosy little sleigh, 
were of stouter stuff; while Maud and Caro- 
line were, as we know, impervious to weather, 
and as keen on outdoor exercise as a couple of 
spaniels. 

^They are all right enough," ruminated 
Maurice Stafford. " Even if those girls talk 
of coming in — ^which they won't — Jenny will 
take care they do nothing of the kind. It was 
a happy thought to enlist her on my side. The 
old ladies are disposed of famously," — he had 
seen the sleigh traversing a piece of open 
ground shortly before — "and not a soul has 
been left behind. Now to effect my own es- 
cape." 

He took out his watch. It was half-past 
three. The driving-party must have been late 
in setting off, since they could not have taken 
half an hour in reaching the spot they were at, 
when sighted. All the better — they would cer- 
tainly not be in for another hour. The field 
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would be clear for full three-quarters of au 
hour after he should have got home, after 
M^hich — oh, after which — he laughed. He 
would not trouble about that " after which." 
He would leave it to take care of itself. So far, 
luck, or fate, or Providence, had provided for 
him ; and with the present alone he had to do. 

Tom was on in front. Should he say any- 
thing to Tom ? Somehow he had a great dis- 
like to saying anything. Tom was not the 
sort of man to whom certain things come easy 
to say. There was a chain armour of solemn 
innocence about Tom Barnet which was well 
enough in its way, but formed a barrier be- 
twixt him and other young men of his age, 
even as it irritated, and, after a fashion, hu- 
miliated his elders. 

" He is so infernally pompous," old Thistle- 
blow used to say. 

Perhaps he was a little pompous; perhaps 
he was a little stiff and rigid and dictatorial. 
Certainly neither his sympathies nor his emo- 
tions lay on the surface, and even when secure 
of approval it was formidable to approach him 
with confidence. 
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" Oh, I can't bother about Tom," Maurice 
came to a conclusion, hastily. "I must just 
have a headache, or something. I have a bit 
of a headache from the fright this morning. 
If he kicks up a row, I can speak out ; but if 

hfe let's me slip off quietly, I will Hullo ! 

Tom ! " 

Tom turned round. 

" Sh ! " he whispered. " 'Ware. Duck ! " 

" I'm going to leave them to you," whispered 
Maurice back. "I-rr-fact is — I can't go on. 
Beastly headache. Never mind — nothing to 
mind about," all in the same undertone. " You 
go on ; 111 turn back. I know my way ; it's 
just down here, and over that field. Don't 
bother about me — it's all right. Ta-ta." And 
before his companion could recover from his 
astonishment, the speaker had put some paces 
between the two, and was clearing the ground 
homewards at as ?apid a rate as the broken, 
snowy track peimitted. 

Tom stood still, staring; rubbed his eyes, 
and stared again. Then a slow smile crept 
^«r his face. He began to comprehend. 

** But he will never see her. She is not 
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down," he muttered to himself. ^' If she had 
only known about it, and got down to the 
drawing-room ! She could have done it per- 
fectly, if we had had the least idea ; she was 
not so bad but that it could have been man- 
aged. Now he will have giv^n up his shoot- 
ing all for nothing. I had better call him 
back." He drew breath for a shout, then let 
it die away unuttered, " I am not supposed to 
know what he has gone for ; I had forgotten 
that. Stupid fellow ! If he had only had it 
out with me, I could have told him there was 
no earthly use in trying to see Ida this after- 
noon. Of course he may manage it, if he likes 
to^end up to her, and she likes to come down 

to him ," then suddenly he stopped short, 

" By Jove ! — what a fool I am ! " A vision of 
Maurice's reluctance to start earlier in the 
afternoon, and a recollection that he had won- 
dered whether his fellow-sportsman really 
wished to shoot, or whether he were not linger- 
ing out of disinclination, flashed upon his mind. 
He remembered that Maurice had not jumped 
at the idea of shooting. At the time, he had, 
indeed, when begged to say if he preferred the 
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ice, given his vote for the woods ; but, and all 
at once, it was borne in upon the eldei* broth- 
er's mind, that if his guest had been absolutely- 
free to decide, he would have chosen neither ; 
he would have preferred another quest. 

And Jenny, too ? He had seen Jenny come 
flying down from Ida's room, and whisper 
something in Maurice's ear. At the time he 
had thought nothing of it, nay, one might al- 
most say he had seen nothing of it. But there 
are sights which, like the photographic plate, 
are invisible at first, to become gradually de- 
veloped, as it were, to the inward eye ; and 
this was one of them. 

" By Jove ! I am a fool ! " reiterated Tom, 
internally. "There is something up. Well, 
now, had I better be out of the way, or had I 
not? I'm not wanted, of course; but can they 
manage without me ? How if those others go 
in ? As likely as not they will want to go in, 
just because they are particularly desired to 
keep out. Those Western girls will turn cold, 
or something ; or uncle Jack will funk the 
driving and bring the sleigh back, if he has not 
done it already,"— he had not seen the sleigh 
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go by when Maurice did — " well, now, what 
am I to do ? " he cogitated. " If I stay out I 
shall get some cocks, that's a fact ; but if they 
go and botch matters at home, it won't do. I 
had better let the cocks slide. I know what 
will put it straight. I'll go round by the vil- 
lage, and bring up the letter-bag. That will 
be an excuse : and I do expect letters, and we 
might have to answer them ; so I can say I 
went to bring tliem early. It's rather a pity," 
and he looked wistfully round. 

The afternoon was not brilliant, as we have 
said, but it was eminently workmanlike. It 
meant good luck, and a good bag. 

Tom had inherited enough of his father's 
tastes to make him appreciate such an after- 
noon, and if he had ever yet been disposed to 
be vexed with Maurice Stafford it was in the 
present instance, for spoiling such a golden op- 
portunity. If it had been anyone but Maurice, 
he would have been affronted and indignant ; 
as it was, he felt rueful. It was a pity, he 
thought, a monsti'ous pity. To be sure, men in 
love were not to be put on the same level as 
other men ; they were, in a manner, not ac- 



142 THE ONE GOOD QUEST. 

countable ; allowances must be made for them 
— but, all the same, if Maurice could only have 
put off till the next day, Sunday — Sunday 
would have been the best day in all the week 
for a proposal to have come off. 

He presumed it was a proposal which Mau- 
rice was about to make. Ida was certainly 
warranted in expecting one; they -were all so 
warranted. Everything had tended in that di- 
rection. Discretion had been the order of the 
day — ^but they were not blind. He and Ida 
knew all about such things. The little ones, of 
courae, knew nothing, and suspected nothing — 
that was as it should be. 

But his good aunt Bess had seen the whole 
in the twinkling of an eye ; and, perhaps, had 
there been another minute's confidence between 
him and her, he might have been led into say- 
ing something which, on the whole, he was 
now glad he had not said. If it should turn 
out that there was something real and tangible 
to announce on the return of his aunt from her 
drive, it would be infinitely better in every 
way. He should be spared advice and proffers 
of assistance — and such advice and such prof- 
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fere were precisely what our very young man 
most disliked. 

" If I could announce the engagement, what 
a score it would be ! " he now exclaimed. He 
was always wanting to " score." The shooting 
party had not been a " score ; " but if Maurice 
Stafford should prove to be one, he felt he 
could forgive the shooting party. 

Meantime, Maurice made his way over the 
rough ground, having first carefully taken out 
his cartridges and uncocked his gun ; — and 
someone from an upper window watched him 
coming. 

Ida had forgotten that she was an invalid — 
forgotten that she had been left alone in her 
little boudoir to rest and sleep — ^forgotten alto- 
gether that she should have been lying among 
the sofa-pillows in her cosy dressing-gown, as 
aunt Bess had left her, directly aunt Bess left 
the house. Long before aunt Bess had be- 
stowed her farewell kiss, the ungrateful niece 
had been fretting with impatience. The sleigh 
had been ordered for three, and the clocks all 
round had struck three fully five minutes be- 
fore her aunt had entered. Up to that time 
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Ida had endured with what grace she might, 
but every moment after three meant a loss of 
time. 

Mrs. Lytton's tender little inquiries and 
ministrations, her fussing hither and thither, 
her settling of the warm shawl over her dear 
Ida's feet, her building-up of the fire and draw- 
ing-down of the blinds — all so kindly meant — 
were so many offences. At length, " Oh, pray 
leave the blinds up, dear auntie," had burst 
forth with a petulance which rather surprised 
the self-appointed nurse. 

"Poor dear! she is irritable — her nerves 
have been upset," murmured she. Then aloud, 
" Well, good-bye, dear child, and do try to get a 
little sleep ; it will do you so much good. The 
house is quite quiet ; no one but the servants in 
it. But I have told them to listen carefully 
for your bell. Oh, dear ; you will have to 
get up to reach the bell-rope — that is a pity ! 
Now, could we not contrive a cord ? " cogitat- 
ing. "I have often seen a cord in a sick- 
room " 

" But this is not a sick-room, aunt Bess ! 
Pray don't trouble ; pray don't stay any longer ; 
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I can get up and ring the bell, perfectly, if 
I want to ring it. Uncle Jack is waiting, I 
am sure," with a restive movement. 

" It seems so selfish to leave you lying 
here." 

" Not the least selfish. You know I am told 
to be quiet." 

" So you are ; and you look very comfort- 
able," glancing round. " You are sure there is 
nothing else I can do, no little comfort " 

"Quite — quite sure." 

" Then I will go," reluctantly. " We shall 
not be gone long." 

" Oh, please, aunt Bess," in her earnestness 
Ida rose upon her elbow ; " please be as long as 
ever you like — as long as ever you can. I will 
not have you coming back because of me. 
Uncle Jack has been told where to drive and 
you must," with rising emphasis, " leave it to 
him. Promise me you will. Nothing would 
vex me more than your cutting short your 
drive ; and, indeed, you know," blushing, for 
Ida was not used to strategy, " you know I was 
to be kept quiet, so that the longer you are 
away the better for me. The doctor said if I 

10 
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felt quite rested by to-niglit, I might come 

down to dinner. I do want to come down to 

dinner." 

" Certainly. To be 8ui*e. We all want that," 
her aunt beamed. 

"Then good-bye, and do stay out a long, 
long time," whispered Ida, her voice suddenly 
melting into softness. " Good-bye ! " and she 
held up her face for a kiss. " Good-bye." 

" God bless you, dear child." (" It was so 
sweet to hear her say ^ Good-bye ' like that," 
mused the fond relation with moist eyes. 
" One forgets all dear Ida's little asperities the 
moment they are past. She will grow out of 
them, and at heart she is the same affection- 
ate ") — " Yes, yes, coming, my dear, com- 
ing," in response to loud demands from with- 
out. " Coming, coming, coming," looking back 
to nQd, and smile, and wave her hand once 
more. " Coming, coming, coming," and the 
door of the boudoir closed at last. 

Ida bounded from the sofa and kicked the 
shawl on to the floor. 

" I don't care whether it is safe or not," she 
exclaimed. " I must go and get ready, or he 
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may be back before I have got on my thiugs. 
Oh, my head is really a little dizzy," dropping 
it on her hand. "Perhaps I had better not 
dress my hair again. But this old dressing- 
gown must disappear, and if I put on my red 
cloth it may do for the evening ; at least, it 
may pass as having been put on for the even- 
ing — but they don't catch me sitting down to 
dinner in it, all the same ! Now then," and 
she slipped noiselessly over the carpet, and into 
her own room which was on the other side of 
the landing. 

In ten minutes all traces of invalid attire 
had disappeared, and the figure which sat in 
the boudoir window watching for Maurice 
Stafford, was the one which ordinarily met his 
view when admitted to that calm retreat. 

Twice of late he had been admitted there. 
He had found out whither his companion on 
the snow-car was wont to retreat after the 
" ride " was over — Ida had had her " ride " in 
the afternoons — and had on one occasion fol- 
lowed her abstractedly up the staircase and 
along the gallery, talking all the time. 

At the door of the boudoir they had both 
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stood still. But the door was open, and Mau- 
rice had looked absently inside. 

" Is this your sanctum ? May I come in ? " 
he had inquired, as though he -might have been 
saying, " Is this your door-mat ? May I tread 
upon it ? " It would have been absurd to re- 
fuse permission. 

The next day, perceiving there was to be a 
repetition of the scene, Ida had called her little 
sisters to her, and Louie had come, but Jenny's 
" preparation " had not been complete. Still, 
even little Louie had been a third person, and 
Ida — ^poor, proud, prudent Ida — had felt the 
need of a third person. 

" If my mother had been alive I should not 
have been forced to think of this," she had told 
herself ; " but I have only Tom to fall back 
upon, and Tom — Tom did not know about 
yesterday." 

She could not tell him ; but she had resolved 
to guard against such another hour as that 
which Maurice, the thief, had stolen so clev- 
erly ; and the result had been Louie's chaper- 
onage. 

Now, however, even Louie was to be dis- 
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pensed with. A man can liardly be expected 
to offer his heai*t and hand to the woman of his 
choice in the presence of another — child though 
that other be — and the nature of the message 
which was delivered almost into her sister's ear 
by the sympathetic and deeply exulting Jenny 
on the afternoon in question, if it meant any- 
thing, meant a crisis. 

It had thrilled through every vein of the 
hearer like an electiic shock. For a few sec- 
onds Ida had been too deeply startled to speak 
— almost to breathe ; then she made the other 
repeat over and over what had transpired, re- 
gardless of what Jenny might think, in her hot 
and cold anxiety to know the exact truth, its 
limits and its possibilities — and in reply had at 
length burdened the eager messenger, who was 
impatient to be off, with the single monosylla- 
ble which was all sufficient. 

And now . she sat watching and quaking. 
There he was ! A dark figure looming large 
through the frosty fog. He was coming from 
the very point she expected. She had felt sure 
he would come from that point. He must have 
broken off from Tom on the marshy ground at 
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the head of the stream, just where snipe and 
woodcock and wild duck were most plentiful. 

" Poor Tom wouldn't like it," said Ida, with 
a smile. 

It pleased her to think that Maurice had 
chosen the favourite piece of sporting ground 
for turning his back upon the feathei'ed prey ; 
and it wiped out the remembrance of his pre- 
vious offence in connection with the first snow 
ride, and seemed a sort of expiation of that 
crime. He had put all aside to come to her now. 

And how fast he was coming ! 

He must not, however, find her at the win- 
dow ; and accordingly she withdrew behind the 
curtain, leaving a tiny peephole whence still to 
see without being seen. 

Now he was at the white gate ! 

The gate had a sharp click as it swung to, 
and as the click sounded Ida drew back still 
further. The room was radiant with fire-light, 
and who could tell whether she might not be 
detected somehow and somewhere if she re- 
mained within the range of observation ? 

She could not see, but she could listen. 

The boudoir was on the second floor of u, 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST, 151 

wing whose storeys were lower than those of 
the main building. Maurice's tread on the 
frozen gravel from which the snow had been 
swept, sounded loud and distinct as he 
tramped past, and the quick ears of the 
watcher above could even detect that he halted 
at one of the side entrances to the house, in- 
stead of going in by the front door — the rea- 
son for doing which she divined at once. 

" His boots are dirty and wet," she said ; 
" and he thinks he will come in by the back 
hall, and up the back staircase. He forgets, 
however, that he will have to take his gun 
along." 

It was a strict rule of the house that guns 
were to be left in the gun-room, and Maiyice 
had hitherto been careful to obey all rules. 
Was he about to transgress on the present oc- 
casion ? She glided to the door of the bou- 
doir, and slipped it ajar; but there was no 
echo of clamped boots upon the stone floor of 
the hall. 

Neither did the swing-door fly back. Its 
well-known whistling creak could penetrate 
anywhere if stirred up by a passer through. 
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Instead, someone was quickly ascending. 
In a terrible fright poor Ida fled back to her 
sofa, feeling that she had never had a narrower 
escape in her life. 

The next minute she was laughing at her- 
self. 

Her own maid, Flowers, was tapping at the 
door, and in Flowers' hand was the old-fash- 
ioned leathern letter-bag still in vogue at 
Duckhill Manor. All at once it became clear 
that the bearer of this had been mistaken for 
the person expected by a foolish girl whose 
eyes had been directed by her heart. 

Yet she could hardly blame herself. The 
afternoon letters were rarely delivered before 
four at the earliest, often not till five o'clock ; 
how came they to be up so early to-day ? 

"The bag was sent up from the post-office 
without Thomas going to fetch it, miss," ex- 
plained Flowers. " Mrs. Bowdler asked her 
baker — though he's not our baker," — in paren- 
thesis — " to give it a lift, and he just left his 
cart at the turn of the road and ran across 
with it himself. A very civil man is Mr. Pud- 
diefat, and always ready to oblige." 
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Ida took the bag. 

*' Mr. Puddiefat ! " echoed she to herself. 
" And so it was only you^ Mr. Puddiefat ! 
Did anyone ever hear such a name ? " pettishly, 
for it was vexing to have had all her heart- 
beatings for nothing. " Who would ever have 
supposed the letter-bag would come that way, 

• 

and come at this hour ? Who wants the letter- 
bag now ? " 

From force of habit, however, she took the 
key from her girdle, and the very first envelope 
which made its appearance was directed to 
herself. 

The handwriting was bold and determined, 
and Ida knew whose it was ; she had seen it 
several times of late. Usually, moreover, it 
had been beheld with some interest, as being 
likely to convey intelligence of importance, 
which up to a certain date it had certainly 
done — but since the collapse of the shooting 
party no one had cared much to hear from 
Lady Sophia Clarke; and neither had Lady 
Sophia cared to write. 

What could she be writing about now ? 

"I may as well open it," s^id Ida, idly; 
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" there are no others for me," turning over the 
pile upon her lap. "It will look better for 
him to find me busy. I can be sitting here in 
the window to make the most of the light, 
now that it has turned into such a dark after- 
noon. He may come any minute, now. Well, 
what says Lady Sophia ? " and she opened 
Lady Sophia's letter with the indifference of a 
babe smiling down into the gulf of Fate. 



CHAPTER XL 

THE CONTENTS OF THE POST-BAG. 

Lady Sophia Clarke was one of those 
women who conceive themselves born to set 
straight the affairs of the world. 

From earliest years she had loved to know 
everything, and to decide upon everything that 
went on around her. No change could be made, 
no servant dismissed in her father's household, 
without the whole state of the case having to 
be made known to the inquisitive child or, as 
years passed, to the authoritative young lady. 
The family, from its head downwards, had al- 
most openly rejoiced in their freedom conse- 
quent upon her marriage ; and it had been pre- 
sumed that the domineering talents which had 
made her ladyship a bugbear and a nuisance so 
far, would develop into virtues when ti'ansferred 
to a sphere which should be legitimately her 
own. 



'/ 
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Unluckily for such prognostications Lady 
Sophia had no family. A dozen children 
might have afforded scope suflScient even for 
her energies; but wealth, leisure, a husband 
who was seldom in the house, and a house- 
keeper of whom she herself stood in awe, and 
who ruled the establishment with a rod of iron, 
left its nominal mistress free to manage the 
concerns of all her acquaintance. 

Primarily she was, as we have already shown, 
a doctor. No recognised physician could drug 
and diagnose with a firmer conviction in his 
own judgment. Had Colonel Jessop's silly 
wife only known what was good for her, she 
would never have declined dandelion or any 
other tea prescribed by Lady Sophia, when de- 
sirous of winning her way in Chesterfield Gar- 
dens. On that point, indeed, it might almost 
be said that Lady Sophia was soft ; and cer- 
tainly a believer in her favourite plaster would 
have had a better chance with her than any 
other aspirant for her august benediction. 

But people cannot be always ill, and people 
can be almost always in need of advice — or so 
thought this arbitress of human fate; and if 
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they would only have come to her for the val- 
uable commodity which she had ever in hand, 
she would have seen to it that nothing went 
wrong, as things always were going wrong in 
the world around her. It was her grievance that 
she was obliged to seek out, instead of being 
sought. 

" I have had such a fatiguing errand," she 
would announce. " That tiresome business of 
the So-and-So's has taken up my entire day. 
I have had to hurry from place to place, and 
talk by the hour to stupid creatures who could 
not be made to see the plain facts of the 
case." 

It would not occur to the speaker that the 
" stupid creatures " were more stubborn than 
stupid ; and that the interest taken by an out- 
sider in a family affaii-, and her resolution to 
direct and supervise and say what every one was 
to do, and how they all ought to feel, was sim- 
ply I'egarded as so much meddlesome im- 
pertinence. 

Ida Barnet had pronounced the principal 
personage of her first house- party a very rude 
woman ; and Tom had exclaimed, " Like her 
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cheek ! '^ behind backs. Other tongues than 
theirs often made use of the same phrase. 

But rudeness and " cheek" are seldom openly 
resented when exhibited by an earl's daughter 
whose position is assured, and whose entourage 
is imposing. 

Lady Sophia lived in state, travelled in state, 
received and entertained in state — wherefore, al- 
though it may be said, and truly, that none of 
this warranted the ill-breeding whereof she was 
accused, there is no denying the fact that she 
was preserved by it from the rebuffs which 
would have been the lot of any humbler vag- 
abond. 

" Vagabond " was Sir Robert's own term as 
applied to his wife. He did not interfere with 
Lady Sophia's vagabondish habits, and indeed 
considered them in the light of a safety valve 
for feverish vivacity which might otherwise 
have been turned in a less harmless direction — 
but he laughed off the matter to his friends. 
'* She is such a deuced active woman, she must 
be always doing something ; so she is on the 
trot day and night; a pei^fect vagabond," he 
would say, as from his club-window he beheld 
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the well-known barouche with its well-known 
occupant roll past. And then he would wonder 
comfortably to himself whither the barouche 
was bound, and who was now having the benefit 
of Lady Sophia's sharp-edged wisdom ? 

It had amused Sir Kobert in his quiet way 
bo perceive that none of poor Tom Barnet's 
children paid homage to their august relation. 
His wife was their father's cousin ; and on first 
arriving at Duckhill a good deal had been made 
of the cousinshlp, and of sundry reminiscences 
connected with Tom and Ida's childish days ; 
but these had gradually Japsed ; and although 
Lady Sophia had held on to the tie of blood as 
affording a claim to correct and instruct, to 
pounce upon deficiencies, and shake her finger 
at irregularities, she had not taken kindly 
enough to the young people, either generally 
or collectively, to desire that in future they 
would call her " Cousin Sophia." 

Ida, in particular, had irritated her — as she 
had irritated Ida. It had been a vast conde- 
scension on the part of Lady Sophia and Sir 
Robert to betake themselves down to a dull 
country house many hours from town, in the 
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dead of winter — and her ladyship for one, had 
not found such condescension appreciated. 

We, who see behind the scenes, know that it 
was appreciated ; that host and hostess were 
alike in an agony of agitation and excitement 
over the whole affair ; but they had too much 
sense to be profoundly grateful. Veiy well 
did they know to what was due the appear 
ance not only of the Clarkes, but of all the 
other invited guests; and it was this knowl- 
edge which served to intensify the despair sub- 
sequently experienced. 

To' shoot had the party come — not to be- 
friend. 

But Lady Sophia, who had made a virtue 
of satisfying her own curiosity, as well as her 
husband's love of sport, had considered that the 
young people would be as wax in her hands. 
She had ordered about their father, the scat- 
ter-brained Tom Barnet whose laugh was la- 
mented by General Thistleblow ; and of course 
she would order about the present generation 
also. 

The present generation had revolted. 

Tom, the new Tom, had listened respectfully, 
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it is true ; but lie had done none of the things 
Lady Sophia told him to do ; while Ida had 
absolutely displayed temper superadded to 
rebellion. It had ended by her calling Ida 
in her own mind, and to Sir Robert, *' that 
girl." 

" That girl thinks she knows everything, and 
will take advice from nobody. The idea of 
presuming to suppose she can manage a house- 
hold of servants, and entertain visitors, and do 
without a governess for the children, and — and 
everything ! A girl who has seen nothing and 
been nowhere ! It is preposterous — outrageous. 
Some one ought to insist — to insist — upon her 
having a proper lady companion for herself, 
and a resident governess for Jenny and Louie. 
I have said all I could say ; indeed, I offered 
to take the trouble of looking out a couple my- 
self, and sending them down directly on my re- 
turn — two sisters I thought would be so nice 
and cheerful in a house — and she might have 
had foreigners, for I should not have objected 
to foreigners if Ida fancied them — I would have 
consulted her tastes and done everything to 

please and satisfy her ; but, no, she would not 
11 
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listen to it ! Positively she would not listen to 
it ! Turned off the subject whenever I began, 
and would not even let me put an advertise- 
ment in the Guardian. I told her the Giiar- 
dian was the proper paper for young people 
like her and Tom to read ; and explained how 
particular they ought to be to have the right 
kind of paper in a house like theirs; but all I 
got was that the Times had always been takeii 
in at Duckhill, and that they meant to go on 
with it. ' Meant ' to go on ! She would not 
even say they would consider the point. Oh, 
dear, no ! Ida is far too lofty to consider any 
question not started by one of themselves. 
Perhaps if Jenny or Louie had put it to h-er 
— children though they be, I observe she lis- 
tens to them sometimes — but nothing that / 
could say had the very slightest effect. I 
might as soon try to shake the Tower of London 
as to unsettle one of Ida Barnet's convictions." 
" Ay, you met your match there, my lady." 
It had added not a little to Lady Sophia's 
spleen that Sir Robert beheld in her discomfit- 
ure only an excellent jest. 

Sii* Robert would not allow that he liad seen 
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any harm in Ida. He had been out of humour 
with Tom ; annoyed with the weather ; and as 
indignant as it was in his nature to be, that 
the guests with whom he was expected to con- 
sort were men who differed from him in poli- 
tics, and with whom he could in consequence 
hold no congenial intercourse on the one sub- 
ject which interested him, besides sport. He 
could not talk for ever about sport, and it was 
disgusting to be boxed up with Thistleblow 
and Jessop, who knew next to nothing of po- 
litical affairs, yet whose votes went the wrong 
way ; while the only other man of his own age 
was Lord Wortlebury, who sat on the opposite 
side of the House. 

But in his vituperation against such mis- 
management, Sir Robert did not include Ida ; 
whereas Lady Sophia blamed Ida for her 
brother's misdeeds as well as for her own. 
Could her ladyship's lynx eyes have detected 
the smallest approach to levity of demeanour 
in the stately maid who held herself so up- 
right, and did the honours so punctiliously in 
the halls of her fathers, Ida would have seen 
Lady Sophia at her best — or worst. But 
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prudery itself could not take umbrage at any- 
thincr which went on at Duckhill. 

No prim spinster, no pattern of conjugal 
virtue, could have exhibited more severe and 
rigid propriety, not merely in her own person 
but in all the arrangements which passed 
through her hands, than did the young mistress 
of the house during the trying period referred 
to. 

Several young men had been present. Cap- 
tain Vernon and his brother liked amusing 
girls ; but after one or two attempts they gave 
up trying to be amused by Ida ; while towards 
Mr. Stafford her manner was so precisely the 
same as it might have been towards her own 
gi'eat-grandfather had he been present in per- 
son, that even when indignant with Maurice for 
remaining behind. Lady Sophia in her wildest 
dreams had not supposed an inducement could 
have been found in the person of her young 
cousin. 

Blinded by egotism, intolerant of opposition, 
and accustomed to subservience, she would yet 
not be wantonly unjust towards those who op- 
posed or defied her. She would not bridle her 
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tongue as to any of Ida Barnet's enormities, but 
she would not invent enormities for her. 

Wherefore all that passed between Colonel 
Jessop and Lady Sophia when these two met 
and denounced Duckhill and its inmates, as al- 
ready narrated, left Ida's name untouched ; 
and it was only when fresh revelations had 
newly coloured the retrospect, that the letter 
was penned which reached the frost - bound 
manor on the afternoon in question. 

We left Ida with the letter in her hand. 

*' From Lady Sophia Clarke," she murmured. 
"What can Lady Sophia be writing to me 
about ? That everlasting * governess, or lady 
companion, I suppose ? Perhaps she put the 
advertisement in the Guardian in spite of me ! 
All right, my dear Lady Sophia, do your worst. 
Write, and recommend, and advertise, and 
interview, if you please ; you can't mahe me 
take your lady, and I can snap my fingers at 
aii the rest. Our only lawful guardian died 
with aunt Joanna, and though I am willing to 
hear what good old Bess " — (these were I fear, 
the very words of the irreverent minx) — 
" though I am ready to hear what that good old 
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soul has to say, I am under no need to go by 
her any more than by old Sophia. Now, then, 
let us see what about this lady companion — 
this lady-killer," absently unfolding the sheet, 
while still gazing abroad over the snowy land- 
scape, where, however, no Maurice was yet to 
be seen. 

But the first words which met the reader's 
eye caused an instant change of front. 

"Mr. Stafford?" she exclaimed. "What 
in the world can she have to say about Mr. 
Stafford ? " Glancing hastily over the first line 
or two, she then proceeded to read half aloud, 
" The Mr. Maurice Stafford, whom I am sorry 
to say Sir Robert and I met at your house, and 
who I hear with real regret is still staying on." 
" Still staying on " in Lady Sophia's large 
masterful handwriting, brought the sentence to 
the bottom of the page. Ida glanced from the 
window as she turned the sheet. 

" Very much * still staying ' on," she smiled 
to herself " I suppose I am to be taken to 
task for this piece of indecorum — this having 
a young man * still staying on ' when there is 
neither a lady companion, nor . a governess to 
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make up the party ! " Then starting to her 
feet as a distant object emerged into view. 
" Is that him ? It is some one — something — 
some dark creature. Oh, it is only a horse ! — 
how tiresome. Well, to finish Lady Sophia — 
it is very diverting, Lady Sophia's having 
come in at this precise moment." (Reads). 
" You will, I am sure, give me credit for not 
being a person to spread unfounded reports, so 
that when I do most earnestly beseecli you, my 
dear Ida, to be upon your guard against that 
most insidious young man, who it appears is 
well known in certain circles, you may be sure 
1 do it most reluctantly, and only from a sense 
of painful duty. I knew some little time ago 
that Mr. Stafford was not wliat he seemed to 
you, to us, and to all at Diickhill, during our 
pleasant visit there." (Ida, loquitur^ " Pleas- 
ant visit ! ") " But I did not know until this 
morning that he had any object in thus masking 
his real character, and deluding not only uj^, 
but you and Tom — you, Ida, in particular. I 
hear now, I need not say with what concern, 
that he is paying his addresses to you. He is 
a ruined spendthrift, and a gambler to boot, 



168 THE ONE GOOD GUEST. 

and were I not writing to a young girl, it 
would be easy to add more. Doubtless he 
thinks you will have, if not a fortune, at least 
a competence — whereas he has nothing. This 
I believe to be the simple truth about Mr. 
Maurice Stafford ; and if this warning should 
be in time to prevent your giving him any 
further encouragement, I shall rejoice at having 
been the medium of saving you from a lament- 
able fate. Your usual prudence and reticence 
of behaviour " — (" Give the devil his due ! '' 
thought but did not enunciate Lady Sophia) — • 
" will have, I doubt not, so far have enabled 
you to check over-rapid attentions, so that I 
have every hope I shall be enabled to prevent 
further mischief. Yours affectionately, 

"Sophia Clarke." 

This was the letter ; but in the postscript — as 
it hath ever done — lay the sting of the whole. 

" Of course I do not know whether this is 
anything to you, or not," proceeded the ready 
pen ; " but if Tom thinks it worth his while, Sir 
Robert will inform him of all the particulars, 
which one lady can hardly write to another." 
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Until she came to this postscript, Ida's coun- 
tenance had worn an air of scorn, and she had 
from time to time broken out into little ex- 
clamations and ejaculations with which we 
have not needed to trouble our readers. She 
had scarcely even been impatient of the large 
writing which covered page after page, and 
seemed to maojnify the accusation in its course. 

It was almost amusing, coming as it did. 

But this postscript ? For the first time the 
solitary girl started, and the smile fled from 
her lips. 

Sir Robert knew, and Sir Robert would in- 
form her brother ! Sir Robert was an honest 
man ; a man not likely to be carried away by a 
canard; a man on whose word she had only 
that day heard her brother observe he would 
rely sooner than on that of most other men. 

Tom had said so, and Maurice Stafford had 
assented ; avowing that from all he had seen of 
Sir Robert he had come to the same conclusion. 
He had not met the Clarkes before coming; to 
Duckbill, and he had smiled at the remem- 
brance of Lady Sophia; but he had had several 
long talks with Sir Robert — indeed he had 
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been the only person who had — and had de- 
cided that he was a good sort. 

The phrase rose cruelly before Ida now. Sir 
Robert was '' a good sort," and Sir Robert 
would give Tom " all particulars." Her colour 
changed; her Up twitched; the letter-bag, 
which till now had lain upon her lap, fell with 
a rattle to the floor. 

She again glanced from the window. 

Still no Maurice. He had been trapped by 
a swollen brook which had not been sufficiently 
frozen to admit of his crossing at the usual 
point, thus entailing a round of half a mile. 

But for this cause, he would have been in 
before the post came. 

" 1 — I don't quite understand this," whis- 
pered poor Ida to herself, turning again to the 
first page of her correspondent's letter. '' If it 
had been only Lady Sophia — Lady Sophia was 
nettled because she could not carry off our one 
good guest, whom everybody liked, and who in 
his turn liked only us ; Lady Sophia went off 
angry with Maurice, and angry, especially 
angry with me. I could quite understand her 
saying anything and writing anything to annoy 
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US both, and — separate us. She saw how 
thiny-s were between us sooner than we did 
ourselves, I daresay. I, at least, did not see at 
all, at that time. But it isn't possible — it isn't 
possible — that she could be so wicked as to go 
and make up an entire falsehood. Oh, but she 
need not have done that, she only needed to go 
gossiping about, and get hold of some absurd 
story ! If only she had not said that about 
Sir Robert ! And how am I to tell Tom, and 
how is he to ask Sir Robert ? I can't tell Tom 
until there is somethinor to tell. And there is 
nothing — as yet — nothing." Another glance 
from the window. 

Then a long pause. 

" What if it should be true ? " The words 
burst aloud from Ida's lips, and at the same 
moment she saw Maurice coming. 

With a sudden impulse she rose from her 
seat, and, trembling in every limb, stumbled 
across the little room, passed through the door,, 
and shut it behind her. 

When he entered he found the apartment 
empty. 



CHAPTER XIL 

" WHY DOES IDA NOT COME ? " 

Was Ida coy, or was she vexed, or was she 
unwell ? Possibly she had merely retreated to 
her own room at the sound of his footsteps, and 
would return within the minute. She might 
not care to seem to be awaiting him. 

He dropped into a chair, then caught sight 
of the letter-bag whose leathern jaws, half 
open, permitted a stream of documents to litter 
the floor by its side. 

" Post in, eh ? " said Maurice, rousing him- 
self ; and to pass the moment he crossed the 
room and picked up the bag and its scattered 
contents, looking to see if any of the envelopes 
were addressed to himself as he did so. 

None were, and he replaced the packets in 
the bag. Why did not Ida come ? 

Then he stood in the place where she had 
been standing, and it did not escape him that 
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there were signs of a hasty exit from the spot. 
A cushion had fallen from the easy-chair. The 
table-cover was dragged on one side. Surest 
.betrayal of all, the post-bag and its freight had 
obviously been cast down by some one in a 
rapid flight. 

She had been watching from the window, 
had she ? 

He would not have found her doing so, we 
may be very sure ; but the sudden rush of 
emotion which had made a headlong retreat 
Ida's one thought, had also caused her to neg- 
lect wiping out the traces of it. 

" She is only gone for a moment," said Mau- 
I'ice, to himself. 

The moment, however, lengthened out. 

" Can't I do anything ? Can't I make a 
noise of some sort to show I'm here ? " cogi- 
tated he. " I can't send for her, of course. I 
can't even casually ring the bell and inquire, 
but perhaps she would hear if I clattered about 
a bit ; " and he banged over a footstool and 
shook the fire-irons. "There now, that must 
bring her," the noise being greater than was 
intended. " If she does not know I'm here — 
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but confound it all ! she must know, and she 
must know, too, that there is not too much 
time. I really think — but, poor girl, she is so 
awfully shy and strict — I daiesay she hates, 
coming into the room, now that she is out of it. 
The going out of it was her mistake. That 
was a mistake. I could have dropped in as if 
it were nothing — a mere accident — and she 
could have been sitting here as if she were 
never thinking about me — and we could have 
got over the awkwardness in no time. I wish 
she would come ! " 

Then he fancied a rustle in the passage with- 
out, and caught his breath, being himself not 
without a shade of nervous excitement. 

No result, however, followed. 

" Dear me ! There can't have been any mis- 
take, can there ? " cried Maurice, flinging him- 
self round. " I am sure the child understood 
me plainly enough, and I understood her. 
Jenny's no fool. She cannot have gone and 
given the wrong message? This is beastly 
awkward," — after a pause — " the most con- 
foundedly awkward position I was ever in ! 
What is to be done ? I'll make another diver- 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST, 175 

sion ; " and this time he went to the door, 
opened it, and set it ajar. Then he coughed 
loudly. He would have given the world to 
call " Ida," but he knew Ida would never have 
forgiven him. 

" It would not matter if there were plenty 
of time," muttered Maurice presently, " but I 
was late as it was, and could only reckon on 
half an hour or so. Twenty minutes of that 
has gone," taking out his watch. " If she 
does not come soon — Hark ! there she is ! " his 
heart again responding by a throb to a move- 
ment which was just audible to the ear. 

It was not Ida. 

Another ten minutes, and there was still no 
Ida. The daylight outside began to wane. 

" Good God ! why doesn't she come ? " cried 
Maurice, at last. He had been kept upon the 
tenter-hooks almost longer than he could en- 
dure. Every moment might close the scene, 
but no moment did ; and we appeal to all 
young men who have ever found themselves in 
a like situation to say if it be not a truly-terrible 
one. 

And the hapless lover had already made 
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himself conspicuous enough ; that is to say, he 
had already given sufficient signs in several 
quarters of the plunge he was about to take ; 
so that, added to his own disappointment, there 
was a sense of baffling the expectations of 
others, to complete his mortification. What 
was to be done ? 

Supposing he were to be caught where he was, 
alone, and an intruder — or a supposed intruder 
— by persons not in the secret ! Were it Tom, 
or Jenny — then a thought struck him. Jenny 
might again be of service. He would go and 
seek his little messenger, who would pi-obably 
not be far off now, for the light was rapidly 
failing, and the skaters had been warned not 
to remain out late on their first day on the ice. 

" She has got me into this hole, and she 
must get me out of it," said Maurice, gloomily 
taking up again the cap he had laid down on 
his entrance. " There's a screw loose some- 
where, that's evident ; but it is just possible I 
may set it straight yet. Ida has misunder- 
stood, i fancy ; gone to her room to take a 
sleep, and perhaps is expecting me after tea. 
It must have been a mistake my fancying she 
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had been sitting by the window, and bolted at 

sight of me. She often moves quickly. The 

letter-bag was nothing," and thus seeking to 

soothe and satisfy anxiety, he went off in search 

of the skaters. 

^ * ^ ^ * 

Let us now return to Tom, trudging along 
towards the village post-office. His purpose in 
going thither, it may be remembered, was to 
carry up the afternoon's mail, which was not 
delivered by the postman, but was fetched 
daily by some one from the manor. 

By going early, the young master would not 
only have an excuse for returning to the house, 
where he considered his presence was required, 
but would save the footman, to whose lot the 
errand usually fell, from being sent out on a 
raw, frosty afternoon, when he would be much 
better at home cleaning his plate. Being a 
young and careful householdei*, Tom's mind 
often ran on such details. He would not have 
himself gone out on purpose to spare the foot- 
man, but being out, and being in need of a pre- 
text such as fetching the letters would afford, 
he could reflect with satisfaction that he would 

12 
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be back at the house early enough to stop 
Thomas from setting forth. 

Some one, however, had been earlier still. 
" We had a chance of sending up this after- 
noon, sir," explained the buxom village post- 
mi? ress ; " our baker's cart came round about 
ten minutes ago ; and we asked the man if he 
would kindly drop the bag at the manor. It 
will be quite safe, sir. I have known the man 
these many years." 

" Oh ! " said Tom. He felt slightly at a 
loss, as he was apt to do when any little wile 
of his fell through. It had seemed to him to 
be such a neat arrangement altogether, this 
calling for the letters, and taking them up, 
and being found in the library, busy writing, 
if wanted by Maurice ; being able to explain, 
too, that he had expected some important docu- 
ments, one in particular, which would demand 
instant attention. 

And he really did expect such a letter, as 
will presently be seen. 

Of course he could go off home just the 
same, and it mattered not a pin's point whether 
or not the letter-bag ^ere there before him ; 
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he could open it, extract his epistles, and be 
busy writing in the library presently, as well 
now as if he had himself been the bearer of 
the particular blue envelope expected ; but for 
the moment he looked and he felt an interroga- 
tive " Oh— h ? " 

He had sat down with his gun between his 
knees, and was not sorry for the brief rest. A 
morning's skating and an afternoon's shooting 
— even though the latter had been cut short — 
had entailed a fair amount of bodily fatigue, 
just sufficient to make a perch comfortable, 
while listening to the prattle of the good wo- 
man behind the counter. 

" So they're gone, eh ? " said he. presently. 
" They're early this afternoon." 

" Always in by this time, sir." 

" Are they ? Didn't know that. We might 
as well have them up a little sooner sometimes, 
then. I should be glad of them sooner. Didn't 
know they were in before this time usually." 

" We do get them sooner than we used to 
do, sir. Excuse me, that's the telegraph go- 
ing," and the speaker turned round. 

" Eh ? Oh, good-day, then," said the young 
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squire, rising and preparing to depart. But 
he bad only advanced a few paces from the 
door when a shout recalled him. The post- 
mistress herself was calling his name aloud. 

" It's for you, sir — the message. Will you 
come back, sir, and then you can get it at 
once ? I must not stop," and the speaker flew 
back and was attending to the despatch by the 
time Mr. Barnet had retraced his steps. 

" For me ? " said he, rather surprised. Then, 
with a sudden recollection, " Oh, I daresay 
about Beech Farm. I am glad that fellow has 
telegraphed ; it looks as if he were keen." 

But the telegram which was handed him 
almost immediately was not from a possible 
tenant of Beech Farm. It was from an un- 
known individual, presumably a nurse, or at- 
tendant, summoning him to the bedside of an 
elderly relative from whom, to put it plainl)% 
he had expectations. Not for himself ; he was 
already in full possession of all he was ever 
likely to have in this world ; but he had been 
distinctly informed by Mrs. Hilary, who was a 
woman of few words but of spirited action, 
that he " need not bother his head about his 
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sisters if he wished to marry and turn them 
out of Duckbill, for that she would look to it 
that they had a roof over their heads." 

It was this Mrs. Hilary who was now ill, 
and who had sent for him. 

It was characteristic of the young squire 
that he had never breathed a syllable of the 
above communication in any mortal ear. 

He had brought his sisters back to the old 
place, and had installed them in the rooms 
which had been theirs in childhood. He had 
seen them arranging and projecting, as though 
Duckbill were to be their home for life. And 
he had smiled approval of all they did or 
planned. I doubt if it had once occurred to 
Ida, and certainly it had not to Jenny or Louie, 
that a queen consort, if such were ever to reign 
at the manor, mio:ht not see thinsfs in the same 
light. That Tom might marry seemed a far- 
off possibility, but that Tom's wife would not 
adore them or they her, was not to be thought 
of. 

Tom, however, in his solemn, pondering 
young soul, looked ahead. He did not mean 
always to be a bachelor, and what if — and this 
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and that contingency would occasionally rise 
to view. 

At such times Mrs. Hilary's assurance was 
as " comforting " as the companionship of Mau- 
rice Stafford ; but with a curious old-fashioned 
delicacy of mind entirely out-of-date among 
modern young people, even in private consulta- 
tions the elder brother neither hinted at the 
prospective legacy nor at the possibility of its 
being needed in the manner suggested by his 
cousin. 

He now stared at the telegram with a blank 
countenance. 

There was no doubt about its urgency ; nor 
about the wisdom of its being acted upon 
promptly. 

"Mrs. Hilary seriously ill. Desires to see 
you. Come at once." Such were the words 
of the message. 

But how was he to go at once ? It was 
already between three and four o'clock, and the 
latest train for York left at four. It was a 
slow, bungling train on a wretched little side 
line, and even by catching it he would not be 
at his journey's end until a late hour of the 



THE ONE GOOD GUEST, 183 

night, since York was only the half-way station, 
at which he had to chano^e for another cross- 
country, jog-trot, happy-go-lucky little loco- 
motive. 

Yet this was his only chance of reaching Pine 
Ridge the same day, and to put off till another 
day would hardly do. He knew Mrs. Hilary. 
She was not a woman to send for him until she 
had absolute occasion to do so ; if by delay he 
offended the old lady, very serious consequences 
might ensue. 

Besides which, Tom Barnet, who had another 
mediaeval streak in his nature, felt graceful to 
Mrs. Hilary. He always felt grateful to peo- 
ple who were kind to him and his sisters — more 
especially to his sisters. Attention to them was 
the surest way to win his affections ; and the 
neglect, or more strictly speaking, the cool in- 
difference displayed by the aunt who had had 
charge of Jenny and Louie during the tender 
years of childhood, had roused almost a passion 
of resentment in his breast. 

Of such emotions he could not speak; no one 
ever heard him enumerate the wrongs of the 
past ; but perhaps if even General Thistleblow 
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had known to what was due the curtness of 
speech, and the something of defensive in 
Tom's attitude when announcing the plan of 
his future life, he would not have taken the 
umbrage he did at his ward's spirit of inde- 
pendence. 

It now behoved our young man to look afresh 
after the interests of those so dear to him. He 
felt — or thought he felt — a proper amount 
of sorrow that Mrs. Hilary should be dying, 
but perplexity and disturbance of mind over- 
shadowed the sorrow. How on earth could 
he go off on a long, cold journey without so 
much as a handbag? And without having 
anything to eat? And with shabby shoot- 
ing clothes ? Moreover, his boots were sop- 
ping wet. 

And there waB also another view of the 
matter to be considered. He had a house- 
ful of people, who had only arrived on the 
previous day : what was to be done with 
them? Worst of all, he had Maurice Staf- 
ford, who was on the brink of a proposal for 
his sister. 

He couldn't go. No, by Jove, he could not 
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go — at least not that day. It must be kept 
dark that the telegram had come in time; 
and if he had only not been fool enough to 
walk round by the post-office it would not 
have been in time ! He could not possibly 
have received it before the latest train had 
left. 

What a nuisance ! What an abominable 
nuisance ! What — " Oh, dash it all," groaned, 
poor Tom, aloud, " I have let myself in for it, 
and there's no use going on at my luck — but 
what am I to do ? " 

For he realised more and more that the. 
oftener he said he could by no possibility obey 
this summons, the more certain it became that 
he would have to do so. 

He was not in the habit of lying. 

" Shall we send a reply for you, sir ? " 

It was the post-mistress who spoke. Then 
Tom became aware that he had been gazing at 
her with open, blind eyes for some time past, 
and that she must have seen that he was in 
search of an inspiration. 

" A reply, eh ? " said he, miserably. 

** You will want to say you can't go to-night, 
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perhaps ? " suggested Mrs. Bowdler, who nat- 
urally was in the confidence of the telegram. 

" The only train you could catch " glancing 

at the clock. 

" I couldn't catch it ; I could never get up 
to the manor and down again in time." 

" No, sir, that you could not. You might go 
by an early train to-morrow, sir." 

Tom was silent. Mrs. Hilary's voice, face, 
the very clasp of her warm, strong hand on his 
shoulder as she spoke out the blunt words 
which meant so much to Ida, and Jenny, and 
Louie, rushed back upon his memory, and a 
heavy sigh burst from his lips. 

For Ida's sake chiefly he would have stayed ; 
for Ida's sake he must now go. 

" Say I'm coming." 

" Beg your pardon, sir ? " Mrs. Bowdler 
thought she could hardly have heard aright. 

" Say — stop, hand me a form." He leaned 
the gun which till now had been held between 
his knees, against a corner within reach, and 
threw himself over the counter on which the 
post-mistress bustled to place a telegraph form 
and pencil. 
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" Coming. Will be witb you to-night," wrote 
Tom. He might, of course, have omitted the 
"Coming," but he was not a good hand at con- 
densation of this sort. And, besides, what did 
it matter ? 

Now, that he had made up his mind, he be- 
gan to think of other things. The lease of 
Beecli Farm, for instance. It was very im- 
portant that a tenant whom he had in view for 
Beech Farm should have an answer by return 
of post, supposing an offer had been made ; and 
that offer was as likely as not in the very let- 
ter-bag of which he had been defrauded. How 
should he get the letter ? Or get word to Mr. 
Trusty about it ? 

He must also let them know at home where 
he had gone, and why. 

And he must order his things to be sent. 

It ended in his despatching a brief pencil 
note to Ida, which was not without impor- 
tant results as regards oui* little story ; after 
which the luckless traveller bethought him- 
self of his own personal and pressing require- 
ments. 

He had half an hour at command. Could 
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Mrs. Bowdler j^ive him something to eat and 
drink in the interval ? Could she lend him an 
overcoat of Bowdler's ? And a rug to cover 
his knees ? 

His pipe and his tobacco pouch were luckily 
in his pocket, but, save for them, he had liter- 
ally no provision for a dreary journey on a bit- 
ter night. 

Mrs. Bowdler, however, rose worthily to the 
occasion. 

" Come upstairs, sir, this moment," ci'ied she, 
with the gratification of good-nature and love 
of gossip combined. " Come right up," raising 
the shelf of the counter for him to pass through. 
" Bowdler's out, but you can have anything you 
like of his; and let me beg of you, Mr. Tom," 
dropping into friendly phraseology as she 
warmed to the work before her, "do let me 
beg of you to change your socks. Ay, and 
your boots, too, if I can't get yours dried in 
time, and I doubt I can't. The boots will be 
too big, for Bowdler's a big man; but any- 
thing s better than wet feet; and see here," 
pulling out warm woollen garments, and glanc- 
ing bashfully round. "You won't mind my 
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saying it, Mr. Tom, but there's more than socks 
here ; and anything Bowdler has, you are wel- 
come to. Just make a change — make a change 
— I'll leave you to yourself — and they're all 
well aired — I see to the airing of eveiything, 
for there's no trusting the girl. And now I'll 
hurry down and get you some tea, or some 
beer — there's no time for a chop — but there's 

cold meat in the house " descending as she 

spoke, until her friendly voice died away in 
the regions below. 

So contagious is cheerful sympathy and aid, 
that by the time Tom reappeared, clad anew in 
warm, clean garments, he felt almost in spirits 
for the start. 

A fire blazed in the little parloui*, and a 
meal, tempting to a hungry man, was spread 
upon the table. 

" Ton my word, this is very nice," said Tom. 
" I'm really awfully obliged, Mrs. Bowdler. I 
don't know how I should have got on without 
you," sitting down and beginning at once upon 
the viands. "I have about a quarter of an 
hour, haven't I ? It will only take me a couple 
of minutes to run up from here to the station. 
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But, by the way, there's another thing : I have 
no money ; 1 never take ray purse out shoot- 
mg 

" Will three sovereigns do, sir ? '* Triumph 
beaming in her eye, his hostess produced a 
purse. " I thought about the money while 
Maggie was getting your tea," she explained, 
'^and you'll excuse my just putting it in my 
own old purse " 

" You are really too good," said Tom, 
warmly. 

Whatever General Thistleblow might think 
of his late ward's manner, no one at Duckhill 
ever found fault with it. 

"And he shook my hand as grateful and 
thankful as never was," cried 'the worthy post- 
mistress afterwards, " and accepted Bowdler's 
socks, ay, and his hum- hums" (under her 
breath) " as pleasant as you please, dear lamb. 
And I do think we set him off comfortable ! 
Maggie here ran up and took his ticket while 
he was eating in the parlour, and she watched 
for the signal falling, so as to give him to the 
last drop of his time; and he had Bowdler's 
rug from off our own bed to lay across his 
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knees — we can easy manage with something 
else till he comes back again — and I'm sure a 
nicer, Svveeter, gratefuller young gentleman 
never was, and it's a downright pleasure to do 
anything to serve hin:." 



CHAPTER XIIT. 

CORRESPONDENCE TAMPERED WITH. 

" A NOTE from your master ? " exclaimed 
Miss Bariiet in surpi-ise, when, having been 
obliged to admit an imperative maid, she was 
informed why Flowers had presumed to in- 
sist upon the bed-room door's being unbolted. 
" There is nothing wrong, is there ? A note," 
turning over Tom's pencil scrap in her hand. 
"There has been no accident ?" her thoughts 
flying to the guns of the sportsmen. (" But I 
heard him come in," reflected the speaker, the 
" him " not referring to her brother, as we 
know. " Can he have gone to Tom ? Can 
Tom be sending for me ? ") colour and spirit 
rising. Such a message would not have suited 
Ida Barnet. 

She had heard Maurice tramp past about 
five minutes before, and had raised her head at 
the sound. When his footsteps quite died 
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away she had sighed. Until thea she had not 
known how supporting had been the knowl- 
edge that at least Maurice was there, within 
a few feet of herself; and that directly she 
could make up her mind to throw to the winds 
Lady Sophia's insinuations, she could go in, 
and let her lover speak. Now he has gone, and 
with him this chance. 

" I daresay it is for the best," murmured the 
poor girl, ruefully, "but — I did not quite — 
mean him — to go away." 

When Tom's note was brought in, however, 
Ida was herself again. She was not going 
to be ordered by Tom. Whatever she might 
do, should be done of herself — not at the 
bidding of Tom. And if Maurice had gone 
to her brother, it was — , a lump rose in 
her throat, and she would not say what it 
was. 

With trembling fingers she undid the fasten- 
ings of the envelope. But the first words 
caused as instantaneous an alteration of de- 
meanour as the opening sentence of Lady 
Sophia's letter had done before. This time, 

however, interest flagged instead of deepening, 
13 
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on perceiving whose name formed the subject 
of the communication. 

"Oh, .Mrs. Hilaiy ? " said Ida, her brow 
clearing; "poor Mrs. Hilary dying, and sent 
for Tom? Stop a moment. Flowers — your 
master — ^just stop while I read, I may have to 
send you " — reading — " There is no time even 
to come back for my portmanteau. Tell Rich- 
ards to pack it for a day or two, and send it by 
early train to-morrow. There is a Sunday 
train about ten o'clock. Oh, Flowers," said 
her young mistress looking up, " will you at- 
tend to this ? Your master has been called 
away," and she gave the particulars, and the 
message for Richards the butler, who also 
acted as Tom's valet. '* Oh, and he wants his 
letters, too ; bring the letter-bag — it is in the 
boudoir ", (an involuntary sigh escaped) ; 
" bring it me now, and I will give you the 
letters." Then, turning again to the scrawled 
half-sheet of paper in her hand, as the maid de- 
parted on her errand, " What is this about 
Beech Farm ? " she murmured. 

Wet, worried, and hungry, Tom had yet 
contrived to remember Beech Farm when scrib- 
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bling his hasty directions, before ascending the 
spiral staircase to Mrs. Bowdler's upper cham- 
ber ; and Ida now received instructions to open 
all letters before forwarding any, and extract 
from the rest a missive, should such there be, 
from the prospective tenant. This was to be 
sent over to Mr. Trasty, with news of his de- 
parture, and authority to act as he and his 
master had agreed upon in their last conversa- 
tion on the subject. 

At another time, Ida, who was well up in 
such affairs, would have been busy and impor- 
tant over her part of the business : and even as 
it was, she lost no time in searching for the 
document in question, aware that the fa»m 
was one of the best on the estate, and that to 
secure a good tenant, in place of a worthless 
fellow whom Tom had been driven to turnout, 
was of the utmost consequence. 

There were three or four letters for Tom, 
all of which might mean anything, or nothing; 
none were addressed by familiar hands, and 
none bore any device upon the envelope. 
Crushing down the dull ache which, in despite 
of other thoughts, was still low in her heart, 
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Ida began diligently to open letter after letter. 
The first three were of no interest ; a bill for 
oats and hay, another for saddlery, and a request 
to join a country-town club which had lately 
been started. There were now only two more 
to be glanced at. " This is it," said Ida jump- 
ing to a conclusion, as she unfolded a blue sheet 
of paper. "A bad hand — and from London — I 
know the man was to be in London — (reading) 
— 'Dear Tom,' — oh? oh, not the tenant? — 
(reading) — ' Yours veiy truly, Alfred Jessop.' 
Colonel Jessop ? " exclaimed Ida, in surprise, 
" Colonel Jessop ? Who next ? One would 
have thought we had had enough already to- 
day without that ' little beast of a Jessop ' 
(quoting Tom) putting in his oar. What does 
he want ? Something disagreeable, I'll answer 
for it. Disagreeables always come together. 
What is all this palaver about ? " for Jessop, 
unlike the more direct Lady Sophia, did not 
get to his point till the second page. When, 
however, Ida had skimmed the preliminaries, 
and flashed her eye, as it were, round the cor- 
ner, there was the name again which had al- 
ready sent a knife to her heart. 
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Fo'r a moment her head seemed to go round. 
She caught her breath, and shut her eyes. 
Should she read on, or not ? 

" Perhaps I ought not,'^ murmured the poor 

girl to herself. " But then I really must. I 

must know ; I am the person who is meant to 

know. If it is to do any good — these people's 

telling Tom~I must liear what they have to 

say ; and now that Tom is gone, and — and it is 

so much to me " — with a little sob — " I must not 

mind, even if he is angry. I have got to know 

what this — ^this talebearer has to tell," and 

with the words she deliberately unfolded the 

sheet, and read every word written on it. 
* * * * * 

*' No, I shall not go down to dinner," said 
Miss Barnet, two hours afterwards, " so it is 
no use mj'- dressing, Flowers," the maid hav- 
ing come to announce that the dressing -gong 
had sounded. *' Will you kindly go to Mrs. 
Lytton, and tell her that Mr. Tom's being 
called away so suddenly, and — and all, has 
so upset me that — that I am really quite un- 
able to leave my room ? I am very soriy, but 
I can't." 
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"Dear nie, Miss Ida, not go down at all? 
And here's this beautiful new dress all ready 
for you, and me slaving myself to death ever 
since breakfast to get it finished in time ! Do 
look, now — it's just lovely. Well, now, would 
you not go down to the drawing-room after 
dinner?" perceiving that the charms of pink 
satin and chiffons only elicited a movement of 
irritation. " You might just let me come in 
and do your hair, and send you down as soon 
as they get to the sweets in the dining-room. 
You could slip down " 

" I tell you. Flowers, I can't slip down ; I 
can't, and I w^on't. I am not able. I am too 
wretched," throwing herself over on the 
cushions of the roomy couch which stood by 
the side of her bedroom fire. " You forget I 
had a bad fall this morning," continued Ida, 
recollecting the need for keeping up appear- 
ances. " These things often tell most after- 
wards — oh, don't bother me," with a sudden 
accession of fretful impatience ; " do go away, 
like a good Flowers, and leave me in peace. 
Oh, don't light the candles," as the maid, with 
the tactlessness of her class, was striking a 
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match and advancing to the toilet table. " Do 
let the candles alone," moaned poor Ida, " my 
head aches so, I can't have candles or — or any- 
thing. The fire will do well euough." 

" Just let me put on a coal or two, Miss Ida. 
The fire will be black out, if you won't let me 
touch it. I'll make* no noise ; and the room 
does look so dreary ; " glancing round. " If 
your aunt should come up " 

" She is not to come up. I sent her word 
before that I wanted to be quiet, and she quite 
understood. Stop, though," as Flowers was 
reluctantly making for the door. " Stop : if it 
gets round to my aunt that I am too ill to go 
down to dinner, I daresay she may want to 
come and see me — so this is what you must do. 
Flowers. Now listen ; and don't make a mess 
of it, there's a good Flowers — wait till they're 
all in the drawing-room expecting me ; till the 
second gong has sounded, and dinner been an- 
nounced; and then just follow Richards in, 
and go up to aunt Bess, and say to her that I 
don't feel up to coming down; that I have 
a dreadful headache, but that it may pass off 
if I am left quiet; and that I particularly hope 
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they will all go in to dinner and not trouble 
about me. Mind it is aunt Bess — Mrs. Lyt- 
ton — ^you speak to ; and ask her from me to be 
good enough to take the head of the table." 

" But what a strange table it will be," mut- 
tered the speaker to herself, the maid having 
departed, " with neither Tom nor me at it ! If 
only Jenny or Louie had been old enough ! 
Jenny almost might go in, as it is ! She 
would be better than nobody. It would be 
better to have her, than to have a number of 
visitors all sitting down together, without a 
single one of the family present ! Oh, if Tom 
and I had ever dreamed of this ! It is worse 
than the shooting party — ^far, far worse. At 
least, everything was proper, then, but now it 
seems as if neither of us cared whether it were 
proper or not. Neither we do. I don't — and 
Tom won't, when he hears. Those horrid, slan- 
derous, backbiting people, how pleased they 
are to have this to tell ! I know how they 
would look. He like a malicious ape, and she 
like a — camel. She has just the face of an 
odious camel. They say camels can sneer. I 
suppose it is true about Maurice Stafford " 
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tlirowing herself into a fresh attitude. " It is 
true, I suppose." 

A tap at the door. 

" Bah ! that tiresome woman ! " ejaculated 
Ida, wild with wrath ; she thought Flowers 
had brought this upon her. But it was not 
aunt Bess who entered ; it was only poor little 
Jenny in a great state of mind. 

Hadn't Ida gone back to the boudoir? 
Hadn't she been out of her room at all ? Not 
at all ? Didn't she know that Maurice — com- 
ing close to the sofa — Maurice wanted to see 
her, and that he was 

" Not in the boudoir ? " said Ida, hastily. 

" No ; oh, no." Jenny shook her head with 
great decision. " Oh, no; Maurice had said he 
should not go up again till he was sent for ; he 
was dreadfully afraid he had had no business 
to go there before," the little girl added of her- 
self, " but now he was in the gun-room, rubbing 
his gun and things, making believe to be busy ; 
only he was not really busy, because he was 
just waiting to see if Ida would send for him." 

" Nonsense ! How can I send for him ? " 
said Ida, sharply. 
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" Why, by me," responded hel* little sister, 
in all good faith. " You'll see. If you just go 
in there, I'll run down to the gun-room " 

"You'll do nothing of the kind. I never 
heard of such a thing." 

Jenny's blue orbs opened ; this was very in- 
comprehensible ; a few hours before and she 
had been entrusted with a most amicable re- 
sponse to the same request ; and now ? 

" I am feeling too unwell to see any visitors," 
observed Ida, after a momentary pause, " That 
is what you must say if anyone asks you about 
me ; but unless you are asked, don't say any- 
thing. Mind, Jenny, don't say anything unless 
you are asked," emphatically. " And don't go 
back to the gun-room, either. I can't have this 
message-carrying going on in a house like ours. 
It is not at all the right thing — not at all." 

" Why, you allowed me to tell him " 

" That was different ; never mind why. You 
are only a little girl, and can't understand ! " 
— (Jenny smiled scornfully. She not under- 
stand !) — " but at any rate, I am not going to 
do it again," continued Ida, to whom it was 
something of a relief to give vent to all this. 
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" I wonder that Maurice — that Mr. Stafford 
should ask it. He — he ought not to — to have 
presumed " 

" Oh, Ida ! " 

" * Oh, Ida ! ' What can you, a child, know 
about it ? You say ' Oh, Ida ! ' to everything. 
Mr. Stafford has got round you with sweets 
and snow-rides " 

" He has not got round me any more than 
everyone else," indignantly retorted Jenny. 
" Everyone says the same of Maurice, aunt 
Bess, and the girls, and Harry and Charlie " 

" Pho ! Harry and Charlie ! " 

"Even that old Lady Sophia, and those 
Vernon creatures " 

"And even Colonel Jessop, and General 
Thistleblow," cried Ida, mockingly. " It only 
needs General Thistleblow to complete the 
present quartette," scoffed she. " Lady Sophia, 
and Sir Robert, and " 

" What are you muttering there ? " demanded 
Jenny, suspiciously. 

But the recumbent figure had tossed over, 
and with her face to the sofa-back, Ida refused 
to answer. 
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" Are not you coming down to dinner ? " was 
Jenny's next 

" No." 

"Aren't you?" 

No answer. 

" And Tom away, too ! " 

No answer.* 

" Then who is to go ? " The little girl drew 
nearer; in her tone was the vibration of a new 
idea. " If Tom is away, there will be no one 
to sit at the bottom of the table except uncle 
Jack; and will aunt Bess have to sit at the 
head ? " 

" Of course." 

" It's dreadful," said Jenny, suggestively ; 
" but— Ida ? " 

" Well ? " 

*' Wouldn't it be less dreadful, just a very 
little less, if Louie, and I " 

^' Not Louie — certainly not Louie." 

" Not Louie, then, but me. Oh," exclaimed 
the now hopeful and exulting little creat- 
ure, " oh, Ida, I do think, I really do think 
it would be better if I were there. I do, 
indeed, Ida — just me, not Louie," throwing 
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the hapless Louie over as though she were 
a Jonah- — I should be one of us, you know, 
Ida; and one of us would be better than 
none of us. And, Ida," her breath growing 
short as she stood over her sister, and put 
forth the plea with growing earnestness and 
hopes of success, "Ida, you know I have ray 
new frock ^" 

" Go and put it on then, and say no more 
about it." 

" And go down to the drawing-roora ? And 
sit there with all the grand, grown-up people ? 
— And hear the dinner announced, and '* 

" Yes, yes — I tell you, yes." 

" I must let aunt Bess know that you told 
me to do it." 

" Very well. No — stop — don't ; there is no 
need. Aunt Bess will know soon enough. I 
don't want her told about me just yet, or she 
will be coming bothering up here. Oh, I know 
she only means it kind, child — there's no need 
to preach — but I can't have anyone. Be in the 
drawing-room, and say nothing about it, and no 
one will notice." 

" But of course I nmst tell Louie ? " . 
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" Well, tell Louie," wearily. 

" Where — where is Louie to be, Ida ? " 

'' What do you mean ? Where should Louie 
be ? Oh, do go away, I am getting so tired." 

" I am going this very moment. It is only 
just this, you see there's Louie ? " 

No reply. 

" Louie and I are always together when din- 
ner is going on," hinted Louie's partner. " If I 
am away she'll be alone to-night." 

"Well?" drily. 

'* Couldn't — couldn't you let her come in 
here, Ida, just for once? She'd be so lonely 
away in that old schoolroom; it is such a 
long way off, you know. And Louie would 
be as quiet as a mousey — I'd tell her to be 
quiet." 

" Oh, I can't," said Ida. Even such a little 
grasshopper as . Louie was felt to be a burden 
at the moment. 

" Very well," replied her sister, gently. She 
paused for a moment, then moved softly tow- 
ards the door. All her own pleasure seemed 
quenched. 

" Oh- well, say she can come," suddenly Ida 
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called out, throwing off the sofa blanket which 
Flowers had contrived to drop over her feet 
without its being observed. " Jenny — hi ! — say- 
she can come. If she dresses now — with you 
— she may come in and sit here with me, when 
you go down to the drawing-room." 

" Poor little thing ! Why should she be un- 
happy because I am ? " added the speaker to 
herself, as the door closed after the joyous 
" All right ! " of the retreating Jenny. " I 
will try not to be selfish," sighed Ida, a small, 
hot te::r trickling down her cheek. 

All the time she entirely forgot to open the 
last letter, which might be from the prospec- 
tive tenant of Beech Farm. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



A PINK DRESS SCORNED. 



The last echoes of the dinner-gong had died 
away, and the solemn butler had made his an- 
nouncement and retired. 

" Where is Ida ? " exclaimed Mr. Ly tton, 
who liked his soup hot, and was accustomed to 
strict punctuality in his own household. He 
had been well pleased with the precision of the 
previous evening, and had formed the conclu- 
sion that his nephew was an admirable host, 
and his niece an attentive hostess; but now here 
was Tom on the rampage — not Tom's fault, of 
course, but still, there was no denying the fact 
— and here was Ida on the sick list ! He had 
been informed that Ida would, however, be suf- 
ficiently recovered to present herself at half- 
past seven ; well, why had she not done so ? 

Other people also wondered why. Maud and 
Caroline expected their cousin to appear ra- 
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diant in the pink robe which they knew all 
about, and which Flowers had, in her own 
phraseology, been working her fingers to the 
bone to have ready ; and the two deeply inter- 
ested damsels who figured for themselves a 
grand dressing up before the mirror, now pre- 
sumed that a hitch had taken place in the per- 
formance. Every moment they expected to 
behold a dazzling apparition. Ida, arrayed for 
conquest, aches and pains forgotten, would 
burst upon their view in all the perfection of 
youth, beauty, and happiness. She would star- 
tle every eye, and eclipse every woman present. 

Maud did not mind being eclipsed : but her 
sister did — a little. 

" We might as well have brought our other 
dinner frocks," she had observed plaintively, 
earlier in the evening, " if Ida means to be 
so smart. I am sure what she wore last night 
would have done very well. It was a very 
pretty, good gown — quite good enough for a 
house party like this, where we are all rela- 
tions except Mr. Stafford." 

" Except Mr. Stafford ! " echoed Maud, mer- 
rily. "But that exception reads the riddle. 

14 
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Don't tell me you would not put on all your 
finery if there were a Mr. Caroline in the ques- 
tion. Naturally Ida wishes to look her best 
for her Mr. Ida." 

" She looked her very , oddest this morning, 
and he admired her none the less." 

" That's different. You can wear what you 
like to go skating, — and besides the cap and 
tie were becoming to Ida, and she knew it. 
But evening dress is evening dress ; and though 
I haven't seen this pink satin, I suspect it will 
throw us all into the shade. It is pink upon 
pink, Ida says." 

The " pink upon pink " was, however, a long 
time in coming. Maurice Stafford, who sat 
near the door, turning over a book of prints 
with which he appeared to be engrossed, lifted 
his head at every opening of the door, and 
glanced quickly and furtively round; but it 
was always some one else, some insignificant 
member of the circle who, late and breathless, 
hurried in. 

Little Charlie, who was sitting by, looking 
over the prints also, spoke more than once to 
Mr. Stafford, but got no answer. 
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At length came Richards with a formal sum- 
mons and a figure in the doorway behind him. 
When Maurice saw that this dimly-outlined 
figure was that of Ida's maid, and that she 
made her way across to Mrs. Lytton with an 
obvious apology on her lips, his heai't misgave 
liim. 

And yet there was a kind of hope in such an 
apology. It was cruel to hope that any one 
was suffering, but what would be such suffer- 
ing compared with — he bit his lip, and bent 
over the volume in front. Mrs. Lytton was 
explaining aloud the absence of her niece. 

To Mrs. Lytton he had next to offer his arm. 
That could be done with alacrity; she would 
naturally begin about the unfortunate displace- 
ment of the dinner table, and might be led into 
saying more than she knew. He would pump 
her — pump her dry. She should tell him ev- 
ery single thing she knew, or suspected. He 
would force out of her how Ida had looked, 
and what she had said when last seen; and 
drag from the poor lady by main force her 
own opinion on the matter. It did not escape 
him that Mrs. Lytton looked more astonished 
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than commiserative. She did not believe in 
Ida's illness — neither did he. 

On the opposite side of the table sat little 
Jenny, and it struck Maurice that Jenny looked 
mournfully at him. 

Presently, however, the little girl forgot, and 
made merry with the rest. That dinner table 
ought not to have been a merry one by every 
rule and reason — the two principal entertain- 
ers being absent, the one on a sad errand, the 
other from a sad cause — ^but honestly, the din- 
ners at Duckhill during the regime of Lady 
Sophia Clarke and General Thistleblow had 
been infinitely more oppressive. People out of 
humour, and habituated to self-indulgence, are 
not to be won from their mood by a well-lit, 
cheerful board, bright with flowers, sparkling 
with glass, — whereas kindlier and simpler souls, 
however much they may feel they ought to be 
sympathetically pensive under certain condi- 
tions, cannot for their lives subdue their blithe- 
some spirits, nor modulate their accents, when 
gathered together to satisfy healthy appetites, 
and enjoy for weary limbs a well-earned re- 
pose. 
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• Every one present had been for many hours 
that day out in the keen, wintry air, and 
brought in that delicious afterglow which ex- 
ercise beneath a frosty sky diffuses through 
the frame. The schoolboys' cheeks flamed like 
red apples, and at first they were too busy with 
spoon and fork to speak, or look about them. 
Even their elders were not sorry to be per- 
mitted to go through a course or two in peace, — 
but by-and-by all was clatter. 

Harry found his tongue, and Charlie his 
joyous little laugh. The grown-up young lady 
cousins good-humouredly drew the little fel- 
lows out, their father made fun of them, the 
others befriended them, their mother left off 
talking to Maurice Stafford, and watched her 
darlings with beaming eyes, while Jenny wrig- 
gled in her chair with delight, and tittered 
more loudly than she would have dared to do 
in any other presence. 

Stafford alone took no part in the general 
hilarity. Mrs. Lytton's communications were 
lying like a stone in his heart. Under his 
skilful treatment she had indeed owned to 
everything she knew, but it amounted to notb- 
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ing he did not know before. She had been as 
much surprised as himself at her niece's non- 
appearance, for at three o'clock she had left 
dear Ida quite recovered, and only needing rest 
and sleep to be her bright, bonnie self again. 
On returning from her sleigh ride, she liad 
been informed by Flowers, who was on the 
watch, that her young mistress had retreated 
to her bedroom, but that she was no worse, 
and would be down to dinner. " I am telling 
you all exactly as it happened," said Mrs. 
Lytton, with what she considered Machiavel- 
ian diplomacy, "because naturally you and I, 
as the chief offenders of this morning, feel a 
certain responsibility. I am sure I for one, 
whenever I think of myself thundering down 

that bank " 

"At my instigation," said Maurice, with a 
half smile. " It all comes round to me in the 
long run, Mrs. Lytton. I made you come 
down — then I ran my skate into Miss Bar- 
net's face. A jolly mess I have made of 
it altogether." After which it was com- 
paratively easy to be silent, and permit it 
to be supposed that he was repenting his 
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misdeeds in the depths of his gloomy con- 
science. He was sharp enough to perceive 
that he might avail himself of this general 
supposition, while other thoughts occupied his 
breast. 

One thing he could do ; he would get speech 
of the solitary person present who knew some- 
thing of the real state of the case, and that 
as soon as might be. When presently the 
silks and muslins rustled past, and the file 
of departing women was brought up by the 
one short skirt present, while Maurice held 
open the door, he leaned forward, and mur- 
mured, "Don't go to bed till I come, Jen- 

And she had to go to bed ! 

It was really dreadful to Jenny. Maurice's 
whisper thrilled her through and througli with 
a delightful sense of consequence, and she be- 
gan to expect him almost from the moment of 
entering the drawing-room. 

Louie was there, but she must not get en- 
tangled with Louie. If Louie were to be with 
her, bothering to know how it all looked — and 
what ^ (Jownstairs dinner was like — and bow 
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the boys behaved — just when Maurice came up, 
it would simply spoil everything. 

She would shut up Louie with a few brief 
sentences, at once, and then tell her that it was 
not polite for both of them, the only Barnets 
present, to be talking to each other. 

Accordingly Louie was relegated to sit be- 
tween her aunts and show her new piece of 
needlework, while Jenny herself flitted from 
one to another of the younger people, inter- 
changing a word here and there, paying an at- 
tention, or discharging an errand, — but carefully 
abstaining from anything like settled conver- 
sation, and keeping an eye on the door even 
while superintending the struggles of Maud 
and Caroline, who had severally got hold of 
"Pigs in Clover" and "Answers." At any 
moment "Pigs in Clover" could be left behind, 
if Maurice would but appear in the doorway. 

But half-past nine o'clock came, and the 
gentlemen had not yet quitted the dinner table. 
The two elderly uncles liked to sit for some 
time over their wine, and Stafford had forgot- 
ten about children's early hours. He had not 
missed the little girls on previous evenings — 
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Ida had been all in all. Now he was stolidly 
sipping Tom Barnet's excellent claret, while 
Fate was thwarting him on the other side of 
the hall. 

Enter the drawing-room, Flowers. " If you 
please, Miss Jenny and Miss Louie, I am to 
remind you it is your bedtime." 

Jenny's jaw dropped. Louie rose obedi- 
ently. 

" What's that, little girls ? Bedtime, is it ? " 
cried the cheerful voice of aunt Bess from across 
the hearthrug. " How is Miss Ida, Flowers ? " 
Somehow it was always " Miss Ida " in the 
household. 

" She has got into bed, ma'am, thinking she 
would be better there. She sent me down just 
now to remind the young ladies it was half- 
past nine o'clock." 

The young ladies in question glanced at their 
aunt. " If she would only say we might stay," 
thought Jenny. Ida had strict ideas, but still 
they might be made to give way. 

" Do you think Miss Ida really wanted us to 
go. Flowers?" enquired the little girl, wist- 
fully, Flowers having turned to depart, " or did 
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she only think it was our usiial bedtime ? You 
see, this isn't like a usual evening." 

" And the boys being here, perhaps another 
half-hour might be granted," chimed in Mrs. 
Lytton, perceiving the blank disappointment of 
Harry and Charlie, who were in the act of pro- 
posing a round game. " Suppose Flowers were 
to go and ask." 

"Oh, do. Flowers; do go and ask." 

" You will, won't you? " cried little Charlie, 
running up to the maid and catching her hand. 
" I say, do look sharp ; we'll have to go our- 
selves in half an hour, you know." 

" Yes, please look sharp," added his brother. 
" We shall be awfully obliged, you know." 

What abigail would not have found the situ- 
ation flattering? Mrs. Lytton requesting, the 
little ladies beseeching, the boys entreating — 
what could the amiable Flowers do but yield ? 
Back she came, however, looking a little less 
airy than she went. 

" I am sorry, ma'am," addressing Mrs. Lyt- 
ton with a somewhat frightened face, "but 
Miss Ida won't hear of it. She seemed almost 
vexed. Better come at once, young ladies. 
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Miss Ida wants you to go in to her to say 
* good-night' She seemed disappointed yon 
was not with rae before." 

*' Oh — of course — very well — you had better 
go, ray dears, at once ; " even aunt Bess struck 
her colours on the instant. " Ida is so idght 
and wise about you " — kissing thera both fondly 
— " she thinks a rule ought to be kept. We 
must begin earlier to-morrow night — no, on 
Monday night — that is all. If we had thought 
about a game sooner we could have easily 
started one long ago, and got it in before bed- 
time." 

" We can come. Flowers ; we don't need to 
be waited for : " in the midst of her rueful 
" good-nights " Jenny was still listening for 
Maurice Stafford's step. " We'll come this mo- 
ment," she continued, impatiently, and jerked 
down a candlestick as she spoke. 

The candlestick had to be set up again — 
that took time — but still Maurice did not ap- 
pear ; and he was not even in the passage out- 
side — a last hope. The door of the dining- 
room was shut. 

"You are late," was Ida's greeting, as the 
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two shamefacedly made their appearance, " and 
you know you should not have asked to sit up. 
It was too bad to make me seem a sort of 
ogress " 

" It wasn't we who began it. It was aunt 
Bess, and the boys — they set us on to ask." 

''You ought to have told them you never 
sat up for anyone." 

" But, Ida, we have, you know — lately — ■ 
now and then." 

They had ; Stafford had asked for them. I 
don't think Jenny would now have recalled 
this to her sister — instinct would have held 
her back — ^but Louie knew nothing. 

*' That's it — that is just it," exclaimed Ida, 
sitting up in bed the better to take command 
of the mutineers, " you do a thing once, or, per- 
haps, twice, and expect to do it always ! One 
cannot give in to a single indulgence without 
your encroaching. There was Jenny — I al- 
lowed her to sit up to late dinner, and have 
a place, and everything — and yet she has never 
been near me since ! I thought, of course, she 
would have been up the instant dinner was 
over." 
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And Jenny had been about Ida's own busi- 
ness ! 

" I thought I — I had better not leave the 
drawing-room," faltered she. 

"You mean you wished to stay there," re- 
torted her sister, in withering accents. "You 
had better speak the truth." 

The brave little girl held her tongue. 

" It was not very kind," said poor Ida, bit- 
terly, " to forget all about me lying alone here, 
and be enjoying yourselves laughing, and talk- 
ing, and playing games downstairs." 

Still Jenny was silent. It was true that she 
had been laughing and talking and wanting to 
play games — even if unable to accomplish this 
last feat — ^but it was not true that she had for- 
gotten the interests of one so dear. And some- 
how she was learning not to blurt out Maurice 
Stafford's name either. Somethinof was wronof 
between Maurice and Ida, hopelessly, lamenta- 
bly wrong, and it behoved her to tread with 
wary feet betwixt the two. 

" What are they all doing now ? " next de- 
manded the inquisitor, from her pillows ; hav- 
ing had her say, and subjugated the deliu- 
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quents thoroughly, she now resumed a more 
ordinary tone. " I suppose they are all having 
a good time ? " And something of the resent- 
ment the thought inspired breathed in the 
question. 

'' Splendid," responded Louie, perceiving 
that the worst was over, and scrambling up 
on the bed as she spoke, " those boys are such 
fun " 

"Jenny, can't you speak? What are they 
doing ? Who is speaking to who ? How are 
they sitting ? " 

" The gentlemen have not come in from the 
dining-room yet," replied Jenny, in funereal ac- 
cents. 

" Oh," said Ida — and asked no more. 

The next morning, Sunday morning, dawned ; 
and long ere the daylight was fully established, 
the rattle of hail and the howl of sweeping 
winds betrayed what manner of day was in 
store for the occupants of Duckhill Manor. 
They were back to their old weather again. 

" Beastly, isn't it ? " said Maurice Stafford, 
cheerfully, as the party assembled at break- 
fast, and one and another returned from a 
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gloomy survey of the outer scene. " Even tlie 
snow-plongh road has been snowed-up afresh, 
Jenny. We shan't get out to-day, that's cer- 
tain." 

He was, however, equally certain that he 
should get somewhere else that day, and with 
renewed hope came renewed cheerfulness. A 
night's rest had shrunk all the ill omens 
of the previous evening into trifles not worth 
consideration, and he had made up his mind 
to disregard them, and forget their exist- 
ence. 

" Beastly weather, sir," said he, addressing 
Mr. Lytton in the pleasant tones which Jes- 
80 p and Thistleblow had found so irresistible. 
"No doubt the same all over the country. 
This will do for our ice, I expect, boys." 

" Do for our ice ? " echoed the little fellows, 
who had not thought of that. " Do for our 
ice ? Do you mean we shan't have any more 
skating ? " in accents that might fitly have 
queried regarding the end of all things. 

" Why, look for yourselves," said Maurice. 
" Hark to that ! " as a blast swept by, and 
flung its rattling uail like sharp-edged teeth 
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against the windows. '' What does that mean, 
eh?" 

" I doubt we shall have a storm," subjoined 
the boys' father. " I thought so last night. 

There was a haze about the moon " and 

the discussion wandered off among the ele- 
ments. 

Jenny, however, wondered at Maurice. He 
seemed quite in good spirits. She had looked 
in on Ida, on her way downstairs, and Ida was 
in bed, and scarcely spoke. In response to in- 
terrogation she had avowed her intention of re- 
maining where she was. Obviously she was 
still in yesterday's vein, if Maurice were not. 
Neither Jenny nor Louie knew what to say 
about Ida. 

However, breakfast passed and the party 
broke up. Nobody could go to church, that 
was certain ; and, whatever other people 
thought about it, this was an experience both 
novel and exciting to Harry and Charlie. A 
whole Sunday of story-books and liberty ! By 
the end of the day they were heartily tired of 
both, but during the early part of the forenoon 
the prospect was alluring. 
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So it was to Stafford, who felt he should 
now be able to choose his own methods of pro- 
cedure. He did not wish to resort to strong 
measures, if ordinary ones came to hand. An 
invalid naturally would not rise in the early 
morning; he would wait till she had risen, 
eaten her luncheon, and established herself in 
the little boudoir. 

Crossing the hall he met Mr. Trusty, the 
farm bailiff. 

" Oh, Mr. Stafford, sir, it's you ? I was hop- 
ing it was you. Perhaps you can advise me. 
I'm in such a confusion with Mr. Tom's being 
called away, and no letter from that Hodgson 
we had in view for the farm " 

*' For Beech Farm ? Mr. Barnet told me 
about it. Hasn't the man written? That's 
odd. You were to have heard yesterday." 

" We were, sir ; and I made sure Mr. Tom 
had heard. I was expecting some one to be 
over every minute last night. Then I heard 
about Mr. Tom's going off ; but it seems there's 
nothing been said about a letter." 

" There may have been a letter for all that. 

The bag came in after he left. I saw it my- 
15 
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self, with a heap of letters for your master in 
it." 

" That's true, sir ; but I've sent up, and Miss 
Ida says there's nothing, and she was to open 
all the letters. It will be a pity if we lose 
that man; he is the very tenant we want; 

I have a great mind " and the speaker 

paused. 

"To go up to London straight away? I 
should," said Maurice. " If you trust to posts, 
they play you tricks at the best of times, and 
now, there's no saying what they may not be 
up to. Go to London to-day " 

"To-day, sir? no, sir; not on the Sabbath 
day. I'm a religious man, Mr. Stafford ; I 
never do business on the Sabbath." 

" Oh, ah, yes ; I had forgotten it was Sun- 
day, that's the fact," replied Maurice. " But 
the case being urgent, if you went by to-night's 
train — there is one about nine o'clock, isn't 
there? The day will be over by then, you 
know." 

The bailiff eyed him dubiously. There was 
such a train, and he knew it. He knew, more- 
over, the importance of action and the neces- 
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sity for promptitude. On the other hand a 
freezing journey by night? Mr. Trusty shook 
his head. " I'll wait till to-morrow," he said, 
turning away. "May be there'll be a letter 
to-morrow; or I'll hear from Mr. Tom — or 
something. If Hodgson is to be our tenant 
he'll not be put off for want of an answer on 
the instant. If it's to be — ^it's to be. Good 
morning, Mr. Stafford." 

" Good morning, old fool." 

People sometimes presumed on Tnisty's deaf- 
ness. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE SOLITARY LEGATEE. 

• 

Meantime Tom Barnet, whom Fate had thus 
isolated from the rest of the party, found him- 
self in a position which was not without its 
pleasant side. He had surmounted the miseries 
of the journey, arrived at Mrs. Hilaiy's resi- 
dence, found that he was in time not only to 
see his elderly cousin alive, but to a certain ex- 
tent in possession of her faculties, and, after an 
excellent night's rest, had risen sound in wind 
and limb, to which there was added a delight- 
ful consciousness of having done his duty in 
the teeth of adverse circumstances. 

There was no one but himself at Pine Ridge. 
He was glad of that. All the way thither he 
had been cogitating as to whom he should find 
there, and in what light he might expect to be 
looked upon, supposing some Hilary relations 
— there might be Hilary relations, although he 
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had never heard of them — were on the spot, 
in response to a summons like his own ? Once 
or twice he had told himself very plainly that 
it was a deuced awkward position ' he was 
placed in, and a monstrous disagreeable thing 
which had been laid upon him to do. Of 
course Mrs. Hilary had a perfect right to do 
it ; and if she chose to impose any other unwel- 
come ordeal upon him he must submit, — but 
he had hardly been able to forgive himself for 
cutting short his shooting and making, that 
luckless detour by the village. 

If it had not been for that unfortunate freak 
of wisdom, the good old lady might have 
peacefully passed away before he could possi- 
bly have readied her, and all who can enter 
into a bashful young Englishman's reluctance 
to face a formidable scene will make allow- 
ances for Tom. He did hate the thought of 
driving up to Mrs. Hilary's house in a station 
fly, with perhaps another fly on in front — or 
l)ehind»— containing another expectant legatee, 
and of being received by intelligent servants, 
perfectly aware of wliat these arrivals meant. 
Would he and the other legatee have to iutro- 
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duce themselves to each other, and eat, drink, 
and smoke together afterwards? Would they 
be alone, or would there be a phalanx of leg- 
atees already in possession? What, again, 
would they think of his droll appearance? He 
could explain, of course : but would not the 
very explanation raise secret surmises? It 
would look as if he had indeed been in a vio- 
lent hurry to come. Added to which Bowd- 
ler's coat and Bowdler's breeches were hardly 

becoming. 

And he grew tired, and hungry, and stiff as 

tlie night wore on ; the niglit had begun for 

him so very soon. In the mornipg, it must be 

remembered, he had had iis first skate of the 

season, and he had skated indefatigably. Then 

there had been the trudge over rough, frosted 

ground, hard as iron, together with the weight 
of a heavy gun to carry. He would have been 
pleasurably fatigued even if he had been at 
home, while as it was, between the hurry-skurry 
of departure and the succeeding irksoina hours 
of blankness, he was at a low ebb altogether 
when he stepped out on the little platform of 
the station for Pine Ridge. 
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The first sense of relief was obtained by per- 
ceiving himself to be the only passenger, at 
least the only one of his own kind. That was 
something, even supposing there was a phalanx 
already gathered in the house ; they were not 
flocking thither in company with him. When 
it appeared that there was no phalanx as well 
as no second station fly, the relief was so great 
that Tom was almost happy. 

No one had been telegraphed for but him- 
self ; the glowing fire, the tempting supper 
table, the attention, and respect, and commiser- 
ation were for himself alone ; he had no need 
to mind about his clothes and his absence of 
luggage ; to Mrs. Hilary's gentle old manser- 
vant he could make his explanations with ease ; 
and the tender solicitation of the old man for 
his comfort, and the excellence of the food and 
wine, sent little thrills of comfort all through 
his weary frame. 

He did not even want to smoke, he only 
wanted to go to bed when assured that he was 
not expected in the sick chamber. Mrs. Hilary 
was aware he had come, and the nurse fancied 
her gratified by the intelligence, but at night 
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her mind was apt to grow confused, and an ex- 
citing interview was not to be thought of. 
" She'll only just know you, sir; and really for 
all her senses can follow in what she says, it 
was hardly worth sending," commented the 
oracle when delivering her dictum on the sub- 
ject ; " but as I distinctly understood her to re- 
peat your name and to add ^ Send for him ' over 
and over again, I sent. We always do send 
when patients are like that. But I'm sorry 
you had such a dreadful night to travel on, sir." 
Even she was sorry ! Tom, who loved sympa- 
thy, grew himself quite light-hearted over his 
hardships. 

" Oh, it's nothing — nothing at all," he said. 
"I was lucky — that is, I — I just got the tele- 
gram in time to catch the train. Of course it 
was all right to send for me." 

For the life of him he could not help feeling 
even more relieved than before. Until now he 
hardly knew how much he had dreaded the 
thought of having to sit up by Mrs. Hilary's 
bed, holding her hand, and hearing how she 
had made her will. What should he say about 
it ? He had thanked her befoi'o, and he thanked 
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her now again in his heart — but he did not 
want explanations. 

To be told that she would only just know 
him, and that his being sent for was merely to 
satisfy an instinctive craving, might have made 
a young man who had undergone something 
and given up something at duty's call, impa- 
tient — ^but it soothed Tom Barnet's shrinking 
soul in a wonderful manner. He went off to 
bed quite cheerfully. 

And then he found himself in a room which 
was comfort personified, with every little ar- 
rangement strictly attended to, and the fire- 
light dancing over all ; and as he mounted the 
huge bedside and sank beneath the coverlit 
which wrapped him round, and felt the warmed 
sheets beneath, and laid his cheek upon a fine 
old linen pillow, he had scarcely a moment to 
realise how inexpressibly grateful to every 
sense it all was, before his eyelids closed in a 
long, dreamless sleep. 

The next morning dawned, not, ias at Duck- 
hill, in storm and hail, but bright with sun- 
shine ; and the first outlook over a peaceful 
snow-veiled landscape was fui'ther re-assuring. 
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The sun was liigh in the heavens, it was be- 
tween ten and eleven o'clock when Tom awoke, 
and it was the church bells chiming across the 
snow which awakened him. A country cliurch 
with a fine peal of bells was within a couple of 
miles, and in the frosty atmosphere their music 
sounded loud and sweet to the ear. 

Tom, however, started up, as though caught 
tripping. " By Jove, that's the church bells," 
cried he, as soon as his head cleared, " How I 
must have slept ! But after all, it was midnight 
before I got to bed and I was most uncommonly 
tired. Well, there's no hurry, I suppose," 
mused he, comfortably settling down again; 
" there's nobody waiting for me, and I may 
breakfast when I choose." 

It was nearly noon when he did choose. 
The little old serving man begged him not to 
rise till he felt so inclined ; was sure he must 
have been in need of a good rest ; and had no 
news to give of his mistress. She was much 
the same, half awake, half asleep. The nurse 
thought it best to wait till she mentioned Mr. 
Barnet's name again, when she would suggest 
his going up to the bedroom. 
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" All right," said Tom, drowsily. Then he 
napped on for about half an hour, and woke 
more fully because the sun had crept on to his 
face and persistently remained there. After 
this he got up. 

Whether he knew it or not, it was a cheery 
breakfast he made in the poor old lady's house. 
He did not feel lonely — ^far from it. Old 
Cuthbert was in and out all the time with his 
gentle cough and apt ministrations. The coffee 
was delicious, the home-made bread better than 
any bread they made at Duckhill — (he took a 
mental note of this with a view to reform) — 
and the honey in the comb a worthy finish to 
broiled fish and devilled kidneys. As he sat 
there peacefully eating and drinking and play- 
ing with the cat, Mrs. Hilary's favourite cat, 
at intervals, while the whole square, old-fash- 
ioned dining parlour was flooded with broad 
sunlight, Tom Barnet had not a care in the 
world. His eyes roved round the well-covered 
walls, rested on the tall screen, the rows' of 
leather-backed chairs, the antique sideboard, 
and massively set out table. " I suppose they 
would get the china too," he murmured. 
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The futuie of his three sisters began to take 
shape in his mind. 

'' If Ida and I are both settled by the spring," 
thought he — (how amazed Ida would have 
been had she heard !) — " the little ones could 
either be with her or with me. Margaret is 
such a dear girl that it might answer for them 
to stay on at Duckhill, but I expect they would 
rather be wrth Ida. It is luck for Ida. The 
very place for her and Maurice. A nice small 
estate, in good working order ; a good house, 
and needing nothing — that is, if she gets it as 
it stands. But, of course, one ought not to 
build upon this," shaking his head wisely ; 
" we have no right to draw conclusions, because, 
of course, nothing exact was stated. Still, she 

would hardly have sent for me " and he 

looked complacently round. 

Now, who was this Margaret, thus familiarly 
quoted ? Tom seemed to know all about her ; 
why has she never before appeared in these 
pages, nor been referred to by oui* speakers ? 
Simply because, as yet, the most of them 
knew nothing about Margaret. They knew 
there was such a person — they had no idea 
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that such a person knew a great deal about 
them. 

" Don't you see what a cruel thing it would 
be to break it all up just when the whole ar- 
rangement is beginning to work so nicely ? " 
said Margaret to a lover who had been impet- 
uous for the first time in his life. "If you 
had not happened to fall in los^e with me, you 
would have been quite happy at home with 
those dear sisters of yours ; and you know how 
they have talked about their new, old home, 
and how they have been hungering and thirst- 
ing to get back to it ! Tom, let them have this 
one year in peace. I am young too, and my 
dear parents dislike the idea of my being 
married before I am twenty. Wait till I am 
twenty — it won't be long — and see if nothing 
happens first. Ida is older than I, and ever 
so much prettier. She may have a home of 
her own to go to " 

" Or Pine Ridge," Tom had thought. 

But he had not communicated Mrs. Hilary's 
intentions to his sweetheart, for the same reason 
that he had held his tongue about them to the 
rest. He knew his spirited trio at home ; they 
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would never be driven, and Mrs. Hilary might 
seek to drive them. Thence would have ensued 
altercations and misery. As Mai'garet bade 
him, he would bide his time. But it may as 
well be owned, without shame to human nat- 
ure, that Maurice Stafford w^ould never have 
received his prolonged invitation, if there had 
not been something in the mind of his host 
which neither he nor any of the others present 
suspected. 

Now the fates seemed working for Tom. 
He foresaw for Ida not only a husband, but 
a home — an extra home that was — supposing 
Stafford had none in particular to offer. With 
Ida happily wedded, and himself happily— oh, 
how happily wedded too^Jenny and Louie 
could not fail to be provided for. He would 
take care they did not fall between two stools. 
Martinet as he was, and as Ida was, no one else 
should tyrannise over the poor little things; 
while as for Margaret — his eyes grew soft only 
to think of Margaret. 

He took out her last letter from his breast 
pocket. It had arrived on the morning of the 
day before. Regularly every Saturday morn- 
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ing there made its appearance at Diickhill 
Manor the small, square envelope which meant 
so much to one inmate of the house, and which 
had hitherto escaped the notice of the rest; 
and not without a swift recollection that no 
more of the kind were due for another week 
had Tom placed his correspondence in Ida's 
hands on his departure. 

He now absorbed anew the contents of Mar, 
garet's latest sheet. 

The door opened. 

" Well, Cuthbert ? " said Tom, expectantly. 

The old man shook his head. The muscles 
of his face were working feebly. 

" Any change ? Anything — ah — wiong ? ^ 
cried Tom. 

" All is wrong, sir ; that is, all is over," and 
holding on by a chair with an endeavour to 
control his agitation, the old butler proceeded. 
" She's gone, sir. The nurse has just come out 
to say so. Passed away a few minutes ago. 
And no one with her — that is, not you, sir, nor 
me. If we had been called " 

— " Oh, well, you see, there was no time to 
call us." Although startled and impressed, the 
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young rnan naturally felt less emotion than the 
old retainer. "I am sure the nurse would have 
come if she could," he went on. " I presume 
she had no idea the end was so near. There is 
the doctor's gig," catching sight of it from the 
window with a sense of relief. " I'll go and 
meet him, Cuthbert," putting a hand on the 
bent shoulder as he passed. "This has come 
upon you very suddenly ; go and get — com- 
posed," continued Tom, trying to say the right 
thing. "I'll answer the door bell," and he 
vanished. 

Everyone now turned to Tom for advice, 
direction, and approbation. By common con- 
sent he found himself looked upon as the new 
master, and his time was much more fully oc- 
cupied than it would have been had the old 
lady lived longer. So busy, indeed, did he find 
himself, and so obvious was it that his presence 
was as necessary as it was decorous and, so to 
speak, dutiful, that he ever afterwards looked 
back upon the days spent at Pine Ridge in that 
snowy, sunny seclusion, which was yet so full of 
occupation, so pregnant with results, with a keen 
perception of its having been a pleasant season- 
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Then he had no ill news from home to take 
off the edge. Nothing had been written to him 
about Beech Farm, nor about Maurice Stafford. 
He supposed all was right in both instances. 

As regarded Beech Farm it was so — no 
thanks to Ida, nor yet to Trusty — ^but Maurice 
Stafford had left Duckbill some days before its 
master returned thither. 

J6 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A HOME-COMING MARRED. 

'' Gone ! " exclaimed Tom Barnet on his ar- 
rival back at his own home the following Sat- 
urday night. " Maurice Stafford gone ! How ? 

When? Why was I not told? Why ," 

but here the speaker paused. 

He had stayed till Saturday at Pine Ridge, 
there beins: so mucli to do and attend to. 
Everything had been left to his sisters ; with 
the exception of a few legacies, just and liberal, 
which Tom had announced with much decorous 
satisfaction ; and he had had the pleasure of 
hearing in return that it had for long been 
understood in the household that the property 
would pass intact to the Barnet family ; and 
that although Mrs. Hilary had relations on the 
other side, they were wealthy and independent 
people, to whom all she could give or leave 
was a matter of little consequence. Some of 
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these cousins attended the funeral, made them- 
selves pleasant, and promised to shoot the 
Duckhill woods the following autumn. 

Contrary to custom, moreover, the old lady's 
affairs proved to be in perfect order. She had 
lived well within her income, kept her own ac- 
counts, and been lucky in her investments. 
Tom's respect for the sex was hugely increased 
after going through the papers which his posi- 
tion as executor necessitated his investigating. 

Whilst engaged thus congenially, even his 
own interests and those of Duckhill generally 
sank into the background; and though he 
opened every sheet with a certain amount of 
expectation — especially when the address was 
in the handwriting of his sister Ida — he did not 
detect anything amiss in the absence of Mau- 
rice Stafford's name. 

If Maurice had nou come forward as an 
avowed suitor, it only meant that he had 
judged it better to wait for the return of the 
elder brother and natural guardian, but if on 
the other hand Maurice had spoken — (" And 
somehow I think he must have spoken," med- 
itated the absentee over his leisurely evening 
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pipe, there being still no news, though several 
days had passed,) — the two might choose to 
keep their secret to themselves, till such time 
as they could confide it face to face. 

It was like Ida not to care to write about 
such things. Ida was shy where feelings were 
concerned — as he was himself. How Ida 
would start when she heard about Margaret ! 
Ida who knew him so well and yet knew him 
not at all, as Margaret did ! Was it now Ida's 
turn to expenence something of that wondei^ 
f ul overfow of soft emotions and tender, sacred 
aspirations, which made him in the presence of 
his betrothed another creature from the pro- 
saic Tom Barnet of every-day life ? He won- 
dered. 

Of course Maurice Stafford was a good fel- 
low, an awfully good fellow; and Ida was a 
dear good girl, and a girl to admire too ; but 
still — he shook his head. No young lover ever 
thinks that another can know anything of his 
own heaven. 

Nothing, however, Tom considered, could be 
more apropos than Maurice Stafford's being 
actually at Duckbill and in love with his sis- 
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ter, when that sister was being put in posses- 
sion of a home and fortune. Maurice would be 
clear of all suspicion of fortune-hunting, since 
both the old lady's illness and death had been 
totally unforeseen, and since no one, save Tom 
himself, had any notion to what extent the 
Barnet girls would benefit thereby. 

If on his return to the Manor it should be 
found that the first action required of him was 
to give his brotherly consent to an engage- 
ment already half formed, well and good. He 
would rather prefer that it should be so. But 
if the set words had not so far been actually 
spoken, he would wait till they had — it would 
not be long — before making his important an- 
nouncement on the other hand. 

When he thought of his announcement, he 
chuckled. If Miss Barnet had been reticent, 
so had he. He had heard from all three sisters, 
and no one of them had named the name of 
Maurice — (a prohibition had been issued on 
the subject, we may guess by whom) — where- 
fore they could not complain if he had also 
written briefly and vaguely, suppressing the 
gist of his communications. 
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At first, indeed, he had dashed ofE a line or 
two, in which he had conveyed the news ; but 
on second thoughts the sheet had been de- 
stroyed ; and subsequently he had merely la- 
mented the delay occasioned by business, with- 
out saying whose business. It would be easier 
in every way to tell than to write. 

There was so much to tell, seeing that one 
tale opened the way for another. He might at 
last even venture upon his own autobiograph- 
ical narration — indeed, he would almost have 
to do so in order to re-assure the affectionate 
hearts of the three most concerned. They 
would think it impossible to desert him : cruel 
to leave Duckhill for Pine Ridge. 

In fancy he heard little Louie's outcry, and 
saw the tears in Jenny's eyes. Poor, dear, 
little tender-hearted things, perhaps they 
would not even care to go when they heard the 
whole truth ; and it might be difficult to make 
them easy in their minds, albeit there was a 
Margaret in the question. Ah, but not when 
they came to know his Margaret ! 

He selected the words in which he should 
first present his Margaret to them in the light 
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of a sister, and make known her own entreaty 
on their behalf. " Let them have this one win- 
ter in peace." 

" It is Ida herself who has broken the peace," 
he heard himself saying. " I give you my 
word, if Ida had stood firm, so would I, till a 
year had passed. Pine Ridge should not have 
separated us. But now the whole compact is 
at an end. After all, you know," this was for 
the two younger ones, " after all, it only 
amounts to this, you have two homes instead of 
one. (For I suppose Maurice would make no 
objection," murmured the young man, to him- 
self, in conclusion.) 

It had been a great point in Maurice's 
favour, that he was not the sort of man to 
make objection. "Anyway, they can't go 
wrong between us," thought Tom, cheerfully, 
" and there's no hurry, as Margaret won't hear 
of anything being said until the spring. The 
spring? That's April. That would be just 
right. I can make Maurice hang out for April 
too." And thus peacefully smoking and rumi- 
nating, he found the quiet evenings pass as 
quickly as the busy mornings. 
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Conceive therefore the sensations of the 
young squire when he looked round in vain for 
the figure which should have been prominent 
in the group assembled to welcome him on his 
return. 

There were his aunts, his uncles, and his 
cousins of both sexes ; there were his sisters 
three — Ida with a slight scar on her left cheek, 
but in other respects none the worse for the 
accident which, be it noted, had taken place the 
day brother left — but there was no Maurice 
Stafford. 

The hour was late ; it was pitch dark out- 
side ; Stafford must be in the house if he were 
anywhere ; and if in the house why was he not 
either in the hall or drawing-room ? 

" Awfully glad you're all here,'* said Tom, 
beaming round. " It was most awfully unfor- 
tunate, wasn't it? But as you can stop for 
Christmas it's all right. Awfully glad you can 
stop, aunt Bess. Where's Stafford ? " He 
thought he put the question easily, but Ida 
perceived the dawning of surprise. 

" Oh, Maurice is gone," replied Jenny, try- 
ing not to glance at her sister — Ida was giving 
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particular orders about the cold roast pheasant 
for the traveller's supper, at the moment. 

"Yes, Maurice is gone," echoed little Louie, 
with a sigh. " We were so sorry — all of us — 
but he would go. Ida said we weren't to tell 
you " 

"There was no need to trouble you about 
every trifle," Ida's ringing voice interrupted 
the plaintive tones. "Mi\ Stafford could not 
have stayed all this time, at any rate, Tom ; 
and we could not tell when you would be 
free to come back. It was better to let him 

go." 

" Gone ! " exclaimed Tom. It was at this 
point that he gave vent to the lively expres- 
sions of astonishment and dismay above re- 
corded. "How? When? Why was I not 
told ? " 

" You had enough to think about. There 
was no use troubling you." The speaker had 
enacted the scene in her mind over and over 
again, and had resolved upon her own part. 

" Troubling me ! " echoed Tom, standing still 
to look at her. " Troubling me ? I don't un- 
derstand. How should it ' trouble me ' ? " 
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Ida bit her lip. She had not meant the 
phrase to be interpreted thus. 

And Tom had so little tact. If she did not 
manage to convey to him that for some parti- 
cular reason she wished no more said on the 
matter, he would pursue it tooth and nail, even 
under the very noses of inquisitive uncles, 
aunts, and cousins. He was capable of follow- 
ing her all about the large drawing-room, in- 
quii'ing and protesting. 

She could depend upon Tom if once he per- 
ceived anything amiss, but how convey to him 
the hint ? No sort of movement, in the shape 
of a pinch, or a subterranean kick — inelegant 
but effective — was possible, and equally impos- 
sible was a frown, or warning glance. She was 
beneath a fire of watchful eyes, and it seemed 
to her as though, in the silence around, she read 
the hush of expectation. 

The poor girl knew not what to do. She 
had not reckoned on such a passionate protest, 
having considered that the newly-arrived trav- 
eller would be taken up with other things, his 
home-coming, his guests, his letters — she had 
provided herself with a pile of business letters 
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which she now thrust into his hand — and be- 
forehand it had seemed as if she should easily 
dispose of Maurice Stafford's absence. 

But here was Tom, her usually calm and 
discreet brother, belabouring them all with 
angry questions and obvious condemnation. 
His tone, his air, and whole unconcealed dis- 
comfiture meant, "What have you all been 
about to let this man go ? " and that so much 
was understood by most of the party was 
obvious. 

" I am sure, dear Tom, neither your uncle 
nor I thought that it signified — I mean that 
appearances signified — we are not great people 
for etiquette," protested Mi*s. Lytton, who was 
the first to find voice, " it was of course a little 
awkward, you and dear Ida both being absent 
— Ida had to keep her room, you know, for 
three whole days — but then we all knew so 
exactly how it was, that really, really we 
thought — I am sui*e your uncle and I thought 
— and indeed I believe we all did — " looking 
round for confii*mation of the statement, '* that 
Mr. Stafford need not have gone." 

" Why, of course it was unusual; of course I 
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know that, aunt Bess," the young man's brow 
began to clear, " but then, as you say, the cir- 
cumstances were patent to everybody. I par- 
ticularly begged that everybody would stay on, 
when I wrote up from the post-office that night 
— ^j'^ou know I did, Ida," turning to her, " and 
I repeated it in every letter since. Did you 
not tell Maurice what I said ? " 

A terrible question. It was revealed to 
nearly all present in one and the same instant 
that Tom had put a terrible question ; and the 
little boys alone unconcernedly waited for a 
reply. None came : like a tortured creature 
which can make no moan, Ida drew in a long, 
slow breath and her lips slightly trembled, as 
she pressed them close, — but no words escaped. 
Then Tom perceived what he was doing. 

"Oh, well, if he had to go, he had to go," 
cried he, making a movement towards breaking 
up the group. " Fm disappointed, because he 
is such a good fellow, and a good shot ; and 
now that the open weather has come back, we 
might have made some good bags — but it can't 
be helped. You can't force a man to stay 
against his will, can you, uncle Jack ? I'm 
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only glad you did not all bolt off too, the mo- 
ment my back was turned," trying hard for his 
first cheery note. " It's all right about Beech 
Farm anyhow, Ida." 

" Is it ? " replied she, indifferently. Yet she 
appreciated her brother's effort, and would fain 
have seconded him better. 

" Mr. Trusty has him fast — I mean Hodgson 
— but I haven't heard the particulars; and I 
don't quite understand why any one needed to 
go up to London. Hodgson wrote on Satur- 
day." And he entered into one of the disqui- 
sitions which were such gall and wormwood to 
General Thistleblow. 

In the present instance, however, the lengthi- 
est discourse and the drowsiest topic was the 
best for the purpose. 

In reality Tom was as eager to put an end 
to the scene, and break up the party, as was 
his sister. He was now aroused, alert, keenly 
suspicious, and profoundly disgusted. Some- 
thing had gone wrong because he was not there 
to keep all right; and when he thought of the 
future that hung upon this " going wrong," he 
had scarce patience to get through his cold 
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pheasant, and waved aside every other dish on 
the supper table. He must get Ida to himself 
if it were but for a few minutes, before her 
door was bolted for the night. 

As a matter of fact, it was bolted when 
he tapped ; but he heard steps approach 
within, and knew he should not be sent 
away. 

" I thought you would come," said Ida. 

Then she walked to the mantelpiece, as 
though expecting him to follow, and he saw 
her take down some letters which had been 
ranored in front of the little clock. Five 
minutes before, the letters had been placed 
there. Usually, they were kept under lock 
and key. 

But Tom was expected, and everything was 
ready for liim, though a barred entrance meant 
" No admission " to other visitors. 

"Sit down," said Ida, handing her brother 
three open envelopes. " I daresay you will 
blame me, Tom, and I don't know that I hav^e 
acted honourably; but I just felt I had to do 
it. I have opened and read two of your letters 
which were not meant for me — at least they 
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were meant for me, but not for me to open. 
There was nothing in them that I, as a woman, 
might not read," blushing deeply, "because 
they only say in other language what my cor- 
respondent — (this is my own letter," indicating 
with her finger), — *' also says. Are you follow- 
ing me, Tom ? " 

" I don't exactly understand, you know," 
said Tom, slowly. " You ought not to go and 
open my letters, you know." 

" It was you yourself who told me to open 
them." 

" Oh — ah — yes, I forgot. Because of the 
farm. But then, you need not have read them 
if they were not about the farm." 

"No, I need not— but I did. Shall I tell 
you why ? I saw a name — " she paused. 

" Was it Stafford's name ? " said Tom, ab- 
ruptly. Usually he spoke of " Maurice," but 
he did not feel inclined to say " Maurice " at 
the moment. 

His sister's face was averted from him. She 
made no answer, only nodded her head. 

" Was that why he left? " It was full half 
a minute before he put the question. 
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" Yes." The husky whisper just reached 
his ear. 

'^ Let nie see the letters," said Tom, holding 
out his hand. " You say one was for you, and 
two were for me. Did they all come together, 
or how ? " 

"One of yours — that one— from Colonel 
Jessop " 

" From Colonel Jessop ? " 

** It came the day you left. It was in the 
post-bag which you missed." 

" Ha ? And it was among those letters 
which I told you to look through ? " 

" Yes. Biit I had mv own first." 

" And who was yours from ? " 

"Lady Sophia Clarke. Oh, Tom, such a 
letter ! Such a mean, spiteful, malingering let- 
ter ! You know how she liked Mr. Stafford ? 
You know how she used to beckon him to sit 
by her, and make him talk to her, and how 
she tried to get him away with her? Now 
she says that ' with real regret ' and all 
sorts of hypocritical expressions, she hears he 
is still staying on here, and — and a great deal 
more." 
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" What does she mean by that ? " 

"She makes out that he is a — a — bad 



man." 



'• Oh, she makes out that, does she ? " 

" I see you despise her as I did— do ; but 
Tom, it will not do — to — we cannot despise 
Sir Robert." 

" Sir Robert ? Is he in it too ? " 

" Oh, yes, and Colonel Jessop, and General 
Thistleblow," said Ida, with a little hysterical 
laugh, " they are all in it, everyone of them. 
Read your letters, and you will see. That last, 
from General Thistleblow, only came this 
morning." 

" Look here, Ida, before I start on them, I 
want to ask you one thing." 

There was an instantaneous hush of Ida's 
laugh. She guessed what was coming. 

"Did Maurice Stafford ask you to marry 
him ? " said Tom, in his plain way. " I had 
rather hear that first, before I look at these 
letters." 

"No, he did not. But," said Ida, turning 
her head aside, and nervousl)- clasping and un- 
clasping her hands as she spoke, " I did not 
17 
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give him the chance. Tom, did you think I 
would, when I knew " 

'* Oh, you knew ? " 

" I knew enough. I had read Lady Sophia's 
note " 

" One drop of the poison — yes ? " 

" Before he came in that day. He had 
asked to see me before he went shooting with 
you." 

" Oh, he had ? " 

" And I had promised to — to let him come 
to the boudoir. There was no harm in it, Tom. 
I — he — you know how it was, Tom-^ " 

" I know — ^yes." 

"I thought I might," continued poor Ida, 
making her simple confession with downcast 
eyes and burning brow, " and I waited for him 
so long," suddenly there was the sound of a 
low sob. "I waited and waited; but he — 
he — " she could not go on. 

'* Did he not come ? " 

" Not till too late." 

" What did he say for himself ? " 

" Nothing — ^for I never saw him." 

" What did you do, Ida ? Tell me exactly, 
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if you can. Don't mind telling me, you know. 
I — I may have something to tell you, by and- 

by." 

Then Ida narrated all that the reader has 
already heard and a little more, which will 
presently be made known. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

"l HAD TO DO MY DUTY," SAID TOM. 

" Then you actually turned him out of the 
house ? " said Tom, at last. 

" I suppose I did." 

" He will never forgive you, Ida." 

" Why should he forgive me ? It is I who 
have something to forgive, not Mr. Stafford." 

Tom looked at his sister curiously. "Are 
you sure of that ? " he inquired. 

"If I could have doubted;" there was a 
world of pain in the girl's voice ; " don't you 
think I would have done it ? Don't you think 
I would have been glad to do it ? Again and 
again I almost went back to the boudoir ; I had 
my hand upon the door handle, and — I stopped 
in time; Tom, why do you look at me like 
that ? " 

"You women are strange creatures. If you 
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had been a man you would have had it out 
with Maurice." 

" How could I have it out ? What could I 
say ? I could not go to him with these letters 
and say, ' See how our friends have found you 
out. You could deceive us poor simpletons 
because we are young and foolish, and trusted 
you ; but you cannot prevent the world's 
knowing you for what you are. Get you 
gone.' That was what I ought to have said 
if I had spoken at all. It was easiest to hold 
my peace." 

" And condemn a man unheard." 

" There are some things which are best left 
unheard. " 

" A man should always be heard in his own 
defence." 

"Yes — by a man. A woman can't either 
speak, or hear, until " 

" Until when ? " said Tom, as she stopped 
short. 

" Until she has the right," replied his sister, 
in a low voice. " Mr. Stafford had given me 
no right." 

" Poor fellow, luck was dead against him," 
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rejoined Torn, with a smile. " If only I had 
been here ! This has been a queer business 
altogether. I have some queer things to tell 
you. Several monstrous queer things. So 
many that, 'pon my word, I — I hardly know 
where to begin. It's awfully late," glancing at 
the clock. 

" Oh, never mind that." So many times re- 
cently had that little timepiece been consulted, 
and always because some sad, lonely hour had 
had to be dragged through, or because another 
must needs be anticipated with dread and re- 
luctance, that Ida had almost come to hate the 
sight of its bright face, and the sound of its 
cheerful tick. But something in her brother's 
tone caused a new sensation in her breast ; she 
had not expected to be upbraided, and the re- 
proachful accents fell like balm upon her open 
wound. 

"The fact is," quoth Tom, sententiously, 
" you have been hasty, Ida." 

" Hasty ? " 

" I don't say that, all things considered, it is 
not as well that Maurice Stafford took himself 
off, but it was a pity you made him do it." 
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" You think it was as well he went ? " A 
pang shot through her heart. 

" Considering that you had those letters, it 
might have been awkward for you if he had 
stayed, since I was not here to " 

" To do what ? Do get on. Do please talk 
a little faster. What could you have done ? 
What good would your being here have been ? " 

" It happens that I, too, have some letters to 
show." He pulled out a pocket-book. 

" People think I'm only a young fool," he 
said, " and, of course, I don't know much. But 
I'm not quite such an ass as General Thistle- 
blow takes me for. I might not have thought 
of making inquiries about Stafford, if he had 
only been down for a week's shooting — I mean 
making close inquiries. I took it for granted 
that he could shoot here as he had shot at Lady 
De Rigueur's, she having also girls about, and 
being a particular woman, who knows the 
world ; but you don't suppose, Ida, that I am 
such an absolute idiot as to see a man making 
love to my sister, and getting encouragement 
from her, without informing myself as to who 
and what he is 2 'Pon my word, I am greatly 
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obliged to my friends for their opinion of me. 
And you too ; I should have thought you girls 
might have known me better — you, Ida, at 
least. It seems I'm not fit to be trusted with 
the care of my own sisters " 

"Tom, what is— all this— about?" The 
broken words made themselves just audible. 

" Here are my letters," said Tom, still tiying 
hard to be injured and indignant. " Which 
will you see first? The one from the colonel 
of his regiment, the other from my old college 
chum, who turns out to be his nearest neighbour 
at home ? " 

Ida took the letters. " You wrote to them ? " 
she murmured in awe-stricken accents. " But, 
Tom — how — why — when did you write ? Tom, 
what made you write ? " 

"Girls like you do not understand such 
things." Tom stuck out his chin ; he was im- 
mensely pleased with himself now. " It is for 
the men of the family to take precautions when 
they see rocks ahead. I had barely invited 
Maurice to stay on behind the others, before I 
began to perceive why he was willing to stay ; 
and I wrote straight off, first to Mellor, who by 



p 
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good luck had been mentioned the same day — 
you remember his telling us he knew Mellor ? — 
and then to Colonel Wallace." 

" But, Tom, why did you not tell me ? " 

" These are the sort of things men don't tell," 
said Tom, loftily. 

" But, Tom — oh, Tom — it is all so strange, 
Tom." There was a new ring of hope even in 
the speaker's doubtful tones. "Was it — was 
it quite the right thing to do to make inquiries 
about our own guest, the man staying in our 
house ? " 

" The right thing " appealed to Tom at once. 
" Ah, there you are ; now I agree with you," 
said he patronisingly : " you are perfectly cor- 
rect there ; it would not have been the right 
thing at all in an ordinary case — but this was not 
an ordinary case. I had to do my duty. I have 
got to take care of all you, my sisters, and if a 
young fellow begins making up to you — 






" But ought you not to have waited till — 
" Certainly not. That would have been the 
old dodge of shutting the stable door after the 
horse was stolen. I did not want you to be 
hankering after Maurice " 
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" But how did you explain it to these 
men ? " 

" Oh, I told them the truth." 

"What did you say?" All of this was in- 
expressibly distasteful to poor Ida. ** How did 
you put it? Did you say that — that he was 
here — and that we had — had asked him to stay 
on?" 

" Never you mind what I said." (" Good 
Lord, it would never do to tell her ! " ejaculated 
Tom, inwardly.) " You read what they say, 
and that ought to be enough for you. It will 
be enough for old Thistleblow, too, or I am 
mistaken. He has sprung a mare's nest. It's 
the wrong man he has got hold of — and Jessop 
too." 

" But Lady Sophia ? — Sir Robert ? " mur- 
mured Ida. 

The whole pack has opened ciy on the same 
false scent," said Tom, with intense satisfac- 
tion, " and we'll make them hold their tails 
down — see if we don't. I am only sorry you 
let Maurice go away. It would have been 

such a score to have announced the engage- 
ment ! '' 
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Ida turned away her head. A score ? Oh, 
if Tom only knew. She had softened the mat- 
ter to Tom, had missed out sundry details, and 
smoothed the outline of others. In reality she 
had made it impossible for her lover to remain, 
and flatly refused him the interview he begged 
for. There had been divers communications, 
and the final stroke had been delivered thus. 
Ida had penned a careful line in which, with 
a formality of which she had once believed 
herself incapable, she had deeply regretted 
that Mr. Stafibrd should have had such an 
unpleasant termination to his visit, but in- 
formed him that as she did not expect her 
brother to return for some days, it would be a 
pity he should lose the sport he might be hav- 
ing elsewhere by waiting on at Duckbill. 

The little note had been handed to Maurice 
on Sunday afternoon; he had gone straight to 
his room, packed his things, and left by the 
night train — the train he had previously rec- 
ommended to Mr. Trusty, the bailiff. 

A second time Ida had felt as if her dictum 
had been forestalled. She had not intended 
Mr. Stafford to leave till next day. She now 
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opened the envelopes in her hand with shak- 
ing fingers. 

** You know he did have to leave his regi- 
ment," she murmured. "He himself told us 
that." 

" Gospel truth. But see what his colonel 
has to say to it." 

" And he did have to leave Oxford, too." 

"Have to leave Oxford? How could he 
have to leave Oxford when he was in the ser- 
vice at the time ? " 

" I suppose it was before he went into the 
army.'' 

" It was nothing of the kind ; it was — the 
leaving Oxford was — at the same time; a 
Stafford had to leave Oxford, and because 
he had, another Stafford had to leave his 
regiment." 

" Tom, what do you mean ? " 

Tom nodded at the coloners letter, and then 
at last his sister read it. It did not escape 
her that the word *' Private" was very dis- 
tinctly written and underlined at the top of 
the sheet. The closing sentence, however, is 
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all that we need give our readers. "I have 
the greatest possible regard for Staflford, and 
no one regretted his loss more than I did ; 
though, of course, being a family aflfair, I could 
not see it my place to interfere." 

" That is something of a testimony, isn't it ? '' 
quoth Tom, eyeing the reader triumphantly. 
'* I think it will blow these great guns in town 
pretty well to pieces, won't it ? But now, you 
read the other, the one from Mellor. His peo- 
ple have known Stafford's people for years. I 
couldn't have applied to a better man. You 
read what he says : it is even better — at least 
he seems to know more about it all than Col- 
onel Wallace — of course, though, to have the 
word of the colonel of his regiment is a greater 
score. Now, you read Mellor." 

Thus adjured, she read Mellor. 

" I don't know a better fellow going than 
Maurice Stafford," thus ran the note after the 
preliminary sentence, " nor a more offensive 
young scapegrace than his brother Ted. Not 
content with all sorts of respectable debts, he 
has been borrowing money from- highways and 
byways objectionable to name. The poor old 



270 THE ONE GOOD GUEST, 

dad, not over well off, and shaky in his health, 
is almost heart-broken ; and it was to relieve 
him and save their good name that the eldest 
son gave up his commission. His regiment was 
too expensive ; and, besides, he was wanted at 
home to look after the young one. The young 
one was getting mixed up with a woman in the 
neighbourhood — the old story. However, I 
hear there is a chance of shipping him off to 
the antipodes, and sincerely hope it may be 
true. He is an ungrateful cub, too, for when 
caught in a gambling den, half fuddled, and 
covered with slips of paper, he had the cheek 
to give his name as ^ Maurice.' Rather good, I 
must own, and Maurice himself laughed at it. 
He is one of those good-natured souls who takes 
life easy, and when it was suggested that it 
might be awkward if it got about, he only 
laughed again. Perhaps you may have heard 
this story, and confounded the two brothers, as 
you ask me so particularly as to character ? If 
so, set your mind at rest. There are any num- 
ber of us to swear to Maurice Stafford's char- 
acter." 

" There now, you see," began Tom, perceiv- 
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inor that the last line of the sheet had been 
reached, ''you see — oh, I say," with sudden 
perception, " I'm awfully soriy, you know, Ida 
— never mind — it will be all right yet. You 
could not tell what you were doing, you 
know." She had hidden her face, but he saw 
that she was weeping. " It's a great deal bet- 
ter this way than if it had been the other, isn't 
it now ? " said Tom, jogging her elbow gently 
by way of sympathy ; " and I say, Ida, listen," 
putting his mouth close to her ear, " listen to 
this. I have got something to tell you that I 
know you will be glad to hear — something 
about myself. I am — in the same way myself 
— that's what it is. And — and — if all goes 
well we'll have a double wedding in the 
spring." 
Then he told her all. 



A very quiet Sunday passed. Whatever 
might be the tumultuous sensations at work 
within the breasts of some of the party, there 
was no token visible to the outward eye. The 
observances of the day were kept with the 
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strict attention always exacted at Duckbill. 
There were the usual large, cheerful gather- 
ings for meals, and the leisurely rambling 
hither and thither between whiles, which ob- 
tains in many such quiet country houses. 

A long visit was paid to the stables, and 
another to the kennels; there was an inspec- 
tion of some damage done by the frost; and 
advice was given and taken regarding certain 
outdoor repairs under discussion. In the af- 
ternoon a brisk walk was proposed. 

Rather to the surprise of his uncles and 
cousins, Tom, who usually headed the walking 
party, did not put on his coat, though he was 
careful to assure everybody that the lanes 
were quite passable, and that there would be 
no more rain that day. He was going up to 
sit with Ida, he said. 

" To sit with Ida ! " repeated Maud to her 
sister, when she heard this. " Not over polite 
to us, I must own. He has been away the 
whole week, and the very day after he gets 
back, he shirks us all to go and sit with Ida ! " 

Mrs. Lytton, however, took another view of 
the case. "Just like dear Tom," murmured 
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she ; " he has waited till now to hear what Ida 
has been doing to Maurice StafPord. Now we 
shall hear at last. Something, of course, must 
have taken place, or Mr. Stafford would never 
have gone off as he did. And Ida had evi- 
dently kept it back from Tom. I would not 
disturb them for the world — not for the world. 
I will only just lie in wait to catch Tom as he 
comes downstairs, and if no one interrupts us, 
as we were interrupted before, he will be sure 
to tell me everything." 

She set the library door ajar, and sat facing 
it, with a book of sermons on her lap. 

After an hour's silence, a movement on the 
upper landing was heard. * 

" Now for it ! " concluded aunt Bess, joy- 
fully, " now he will come downstairs, and just 
as he reaches the lower steps, I will stroll out 
quite naturally, and ask him to take a turn 
outside. The sun is shining, and one ought 
not to miss a whole afternoon " — shutting her 
book — " a little turn in the garden " — and 
she was never destined to have it, for Tom 
never descended the staircase ! 

It was quite true that he had left his sister ; 

18 
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true also that his steps had been heard upon 
the landing ; but he had turned down his own 
passage, and retreated into his own chamber. 
He had work on hand. 

'' It must seem most uncommonly rude to 
you," said he, an hour later, " but the fact is, 
if I don't go to town tonight, I should be away 
three days, whereas if I leave at nine I can get 
back on Tuesday to breakfast. But really I 
don't know what to say to you all. Of course 
nothing but business " 

" If it's business, Tom, there is no more to be 
said." Tom blessed the speaker in his heart. 
" Business," continued uncle Jack in his wisest 
accents, " business before everything. You did 
a mighty good stroke of business when you ran 
away last week " 

" My dear John ! " A wifely remonstrance 
nipped the plain dealer at this point. 

" Eh ? Well ? Weil, of course Tom knows 
what I mean," said he, somewhat abashed. " I 
forgot what the precise circumstances were. 
You need not all look at me like that," grow- 
ing testy under reproving glances. " I tell you 
I forgot. But business is business, and I stand 
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by the man who puts it first. Go it; Tom, my 
boy. Go about your business — eh? What? 
^ Ha, ha, ha ! That was not bad, was it, 
Charlie ? Did you hear that, Harry ? He is 
to ' go about his business,' eh ? Ha ! " rubbing 
his hands with the exultation of a man who 
has had a jest thrown at him, and has only 
needed to stoop and pick it up. 

The rest of the party, however, were not so 
complaisant ; it did seem as if their host could 
have remained at home for a day or two at 
least, before rushing off again. Maud began 
to rally him. 

" It does not look as if you valued our 
society veiy much, I must own, sir," cried' she. 
"We all know what men mean when they 
plead business. You are longing for a run to 
town " 

" And two cold night journeys." 

"Oh, night journeys are nothing. Men 
prefer them. There was Mr. Stafford: this 
day week he vaulted off just in the same 
fashion ; * business ' called him. I wager he 
had never thought of the business till an 
hour before he started ! Not one word of 
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it did we hear till he was in the act of de- 
parture." 

"You are quite right," said Tom, coolly. 
" He had not thought of it, but as one man 
would not go, another did. My bailiff, old 
Trusty, a good soul but narrow- minded, ob- 
jected to travelling on Sunday night, though 
he knew it was important to see a tenant I had 
in prospect for one of my best farms on Mon- 
day morning; and Maurice Stafford went in 
his place. That is to say, I don't mean that 
he would have gone at any rate, but as he 
could not very well remain on here without 
me, he concluded to do me a good turn at the 
same time. He got me my tenant." 
" But you did not know he had gone ? " 
" I knew nothing about it till I saw Trusty 
just now. I am hoping — ah — to see Stafford 
to-morrow, and — ah — thank him." 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

BREAKFAST AT A CLTJB. 

" A YOUNG gentleman has been inquiring for 
you, sir." 

In spite of an incipient moustache carefully 
cultivated, Tom Barnet had not yet succeeded 
in being simply styled " a gentleman " by club 
waiters. To their experienced eyes, youth was 
depicted on every curve of his smooth cheek 
and every movement of his lithe, supple frame ; 
and this was especially distinguishable within 
the solemn portals frequented by General This- 
tleblow, a club sacred to maturity, and seldom 
invaded by the rising generation. Its mem- 
bers were apt to get stiffly out of their chairs, 
and move off with uneven tread until the old 
joints warmed up, and worked more easily. 
Stairs were much disliked. Even the entrance 
steps were taken slowly, and occasionally side- 
ways. It was not unusual for short exclaraa- 
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tions such as " Ah ! " and " Oh ! " to be heard 
when great-coats were being pulled ofP or put 
on. Assistants were expected to be very handy 
and gentle. One man had been dismissed be- 
cause he had a rough touch. 

In this calm retreat one could grow older 
and older almost without knowing it; and 
though it was years since General Thistleblow 
and Colonel Jessop had been balloted in, and 
they had lost much hair and gained many 
wrinkles in the interim, neither was conscious 
of decay, and each would have stoutly main- 
tained himself as good a man in all essentials 
as when he first entered his name in the club 
book. 

The one thing which marred this illusion 
was the presence of younger fellows; fellows 
who were joining at the same age they had 
been when they joined ; and yet who were not 
young fellows as the world called young. On 
them would bitter looks be cast, and at them 
would innuendoes be levelled; whereas the 
very young did not so jar upon the nerves ; 
they were " boys," mere " boys ; " they knew 
nothing, had seen nothing ; like young bears 



THE ONE GOOD GUEST. 279 

they had " all their troubles before them." In 
consequence they could be pitied, and endured. 

It was this pitying attitude of General This- 
tleblow towards himself which penetrated more 
deeply beneath the stolid exterior of Tom Bar- 
net than anything else could have done. He 
had no notion that much of it was assumed ; 
that his quondam guardian in reality stood in 
considerable awe and fear of himself ; nor that 
while he was eager to show himself no fool to 
General Thistleblow, General Thistleblow was 
doing him the honour to be just as anxious to 
prove him one. 

Thistleblow had been somewhat surprised at 
receiving no reply to his note despatched to 
Duckhill on the previous Friday, when he in- 
spected his letters on Monday morning. He 
had written Tom Barnet a "facer," he thought, 
and Tom was not the man to receive a " facer " 
in silence. Some sort of an answer back might 
have been counted on ; yet here were all the 
mails in — it was neai'ly noon, and he was just 
going to breakfast — and no word from Duck- 
hill. 

" Snowed up, or rained up, or frozen in, per- 
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haps ? " muttered he, with a grin. " The snow 
and frost has departed from every other part 
of the country, but I'll be bound it holds its 
own still at Duckhill. Gad ! what a place to 
live in ! Only good sport could make it endur- 
able. Eh ? What ? " as he became conscious 
of a voice at his elbow. " Speak louder, can't 
ye ? " inclining an ear that was not so quick as 
it had once been. " What d'ye say ? Who 
has been here ? " 

"A young gentleman, sir. Said he would 
call again in an hour." 

" Did he leave no name ? " 

" No, sir. But the hour is nearly up, sir.** 

" Can it be Tom ? " reflected Thistleblow ; 
and, in spite of himself, he rather wished it 
were not Tom. " My letter was a pretty stiff 
one, but hardly enough to have brought a cool 
youngster like that straight off up here. If 
Tom were like most firebrands of his age, he 
might have darted off — but I don't fancy you 
catch my very prudent and cautious j^oung 
friend doing anything in such hot haste. He 
will chew the cud of my communication first. 
No, no ; it can't be Tom. Tom is a real old 
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* slow coach.' He would never dash ofP at a 
moment's notice. I need not be afraid of its 
being — Why^ Tom^ how are yon? How are 
you, my good fellow ? " as the entrance door 
swung open at the moment, " Didn't know 
you were in town. Have you come to break- 
fast? I'm just sitting down. Come in — eh, 
had your breakfast? Oh, you young fellows 
are so deuced early nowadays ; in my day we 
were up all night, and in bed half the day. 
That was your father's style, Tom. But you 
boys of to-day go in for health and longevity. 
Quite right — quite right Nothing like early 
hours and open air for reddening the gills. 
You look so abominably healthy, you young 
scamp, you make us all ashamed of ourselves. 
As if you had just been pulled out of the 
river ! Well, how goes all at Duckhill ? Sit 
down, and we can talk," having reached an 
empty table in the dining-room. ".You — ah — 
got my letter, I suppose ? " 

The change of accent was slight, but per- 
ceptible. 

"I got yours on Saturday night. General 
Thistleblow," said Tom, sitting down, and try- 
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ing to take as long over the operation as his 
companion did. " I have been away from 
home this last week ; but I returned on Satur- 
day." 

"Been away from home," in evident sur- 
prise ; " why, I — I— oh, then perhaps I need 
not have written? Somebody has been telling 
me a cock-and-bull story, perhaps. I took it 
up too hastily, perhaps. William, William," 
to the waiter. " This toast is too hard ; take 
it away ; and get me some softer. I have said 
so before. Hard toast is detestable." 

The long-suffering William whipped off the 
rack ; he had long ceased to wonder why he 
was always being told the toast was too hard. 
He understood and sympathised. 

" I — ah — the fact is, I got uneasy about you 
and yours, Tom ; you will excuse it from your 
father's old friend. Of course I take a father- 
ly interest in the girls, and if anything hap- 
pened to Ida " he paused, and waited for 

rejoinder. 

A quiet smile passed over Tom's face. 

" Thanks, awfully." Not another word did 
he say. 
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"Ida is such a charming girl," the old gen- 
eral proceeded, feeling more at ease since he had 
got fairly started on the topic in hand, " such 
a fine-looking girl, and so full of spirit and all 
that sort of thing, that she is the very girl to 
run her head against the rocks if one doesn't 
look out. 'Pon my word, she ought to have a 
woman to take care of her, as Lady Sophia 
Clarke says. Deuced interfering woman. Lady 
Sophia, — ^but she is in the right sometimes. A 
girl can't be expected to steer her own craft, 
and you are all young together down at Duck- 
hill; so — so " 

" We can't help being young, General ; we'll 
grow older presently." 

*' Quite so, my dear fellow, quite so; and 
you have done uncommonly well, young as 
you are, already. Got your pi*operty well in 
hand, your farms all let ; no reductions ; no com- 
plaints — liut about this Maurice Stafford, Tom. 
No one blames you; you were not likely to 
hear things, living out of the world as you do, 
you are out of the reach of civilised beings, 
ha ! ha ! ha ! StafPord is a pleasant scapegrace, 
I must own. Would win his way anywhere, 



284 THE ONE GOOD QUEST. 

and, of course, with such very young peo- 
ple " 

" I think he won it with some of the older 
ones, too," observed Tom, drily. 

" To be sure he did ; not with some, but 
with all. Myself, and Wortlebury, the Jes- 
sops, the Clarices — we were all taken with 
him. Naturally Ida " 

" Ida ? Who said anything about Ida ? " de- 
manded Tom, looking up in well-feigned aston- 
ishment. " Yo\i say * naturally Ida,' why ' nat- 
urally ; ' and what do you infer that Ida did ? " 

The move was decidedly artful. General 
Thistleblow was thrown back a full pace. 

" My dear fellow, you read my letter ? " 

" I read your letter, certainly ; but that does 
not help me at all now." 

" Why, my deai* Tom, not help you ? Why, 
what should I have written about if it were not 
to help you? I wrote because from what I 
heard, you were harbouring this young black- 
guard — of course in all innocence — at your own 
quiet place, where he was taking the opportu- 
nity of making up to Ida. It was to save Ida 
I meddled in the affair at all ; though I must 
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say, Tom, as your old friend and late — ahem ! 
guardian, that I think a little more caution in 
choosing your own associates would not have 
been amiss, even if there had been no sister in 
the question. A very few inquiries would have 
put you in possession of the truth about Staf- 
ford, and you would not then have made 
a mess of it by asking him to make one of 
a party at your house, either. Women like 
Lady Sophia Clarke don't like being obliged 
to be on intimate terms with disreputable char- 
acters,' and I am told her ladyship is very cross 
about it." 

" Oh, she is," said Tom ; " we know she is." 

"You do, by .Jove?" 

" She wrote to Ida. I have had another 
letter on the subject also." 

" Have you ? " 

" From Colonel Jessop. And here he comes, 
in good time," as the door swung back. " How 
do you do. Colonel Jessop. I daresay you are 
surprised that you did not hear from me be- 
fore, but the fact is, I liave been away from 
home, attending the funeral of a relation, and 
did not get back till Saturday. I thought I 
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should see you here. I am up on business, and 
looked in to see General Thistleblow." 

" You did not come up on purpose then ? " 
General Thistleblow pronounced aloud the 
thought which arose in both his mind and Jes- 
sop's at the moment. 

"Oh, dear no," said Tom, with almost a 
drawl. " It wasn't worth that," he added, with 
a derisive smile. Had Ida beheld him, she 
would have been proud of her brother. 

" Eh ? Oh ? I'm glad, of course," muttered 
Thistleblow. " I was afraid perhaps from your 
haste " inquiringly. 

" My haste had quite another object," replied 
Tom, still preserving nonchalance. " I thought 
I might as well look in as I was here, and con- 
sidering you had both taken the trouble to 
write to me. I am sure it was awfully kind 
and well meant, and all that. It happens to be 

all rot " both the elder gentlemen started, 

and General Thistleblow dropped his toast. 
" You couldn't know it was rot, of course," con- 
tinued Tom, with the same air of patronising 
indifference, " and, of course, if there had been 
anything it it — anything whatever — " smiling 
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in each face by turns, ^* it would have been a 
great thing to have been warned in time. As 
it is, I am sorry you had the bother of it. It 
was my fault for not letting you know all 
about Stafford." 

" But, good heavens ! my dear fellow, you 
knew nothing yourself — you know nothing 
now " 

"Excuse me. General, I know everything 
now. I have seen a great deal of Stafford 
since you left Duckhill. He was with us till 
last Sunday." 

" Hum ! Nearly a month," observed Colo- 
nel Jessop. Hitherto he had held his tongue. 

" Nearly a month — yes," said Tom, cheei*- 
fully. '' We like him. He paid us a very 
pleasant visit." 

" And your sisters, sir — your sisters ? " de- 
manded General Thistleblow, now growing 
angry, '^ What about them, sir ? They like 
him too, I suppose ? Ida likes him, I suppose ; 
and yet you took me up short just now " 

" You have no right to suppose anything 
about my sister Ida. I won't have my sister's 
name enter into this discussion." On a sudden 
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Tom took the bit between his teeth. " Because 
I ask a friend to stop with me, and shoot wdth 
me, and because I happen to have sisters living 
at home, are they to be insulted by the pre- 
sumption that as a natural and inevitable se- 
quence, they — or one of them — is in love with 
him ? That is what I mean about Ida, Gen- 
eral Thistleblow. Understand that she has 
nothing to do with the matter in hand. You 
accuse Stafford of not being a proper friend for 
me, or suitor for her. My friend he is. Stick 
to that fact, and make good your accusation 
against him. It is worth so little," laughing 
scornfully, " that I don't advise you to press it 
too closely. But in the light of a suitor Mr. 
Stafford has not yet shown himself, so we may 
dismiss that charge." He folded his arms and 
lounged back in his chair, and the two old sol- 
diers glanced at each other. 

Amazement took away their powers of 
speech. 

'^ All of this is mighty fine, Tom," said Gen- 
eral Thistleblow at last, ' and you are quite 
right to bluster it off, if you can ; but I warn 
you bluff won't pay unless it is backed up by 



THE , ONE GOOD QUEST. 289 

solid facts in this instance. Your friend Staf- 
ford, whom you have been admitting to your 
family ciicle in the most intimate manner, is a 
disreputable scoundrel, a fellow who was kicked 
out of his regiment, and who has broken his 
father's heart. He preys upon anybody he 
comes across, and you being his latest and 
simplest victim, he has gulled you completely. 
It may or may not be true that he is after Ida 
— he may be only flirting with her " 

" I told you to let her name alone. Under- 
stand that I mean it." 

" You talk in a very unbecoming manner, 
young man ; " Thistleblow reddened and breathed 
hard ; ^* very unbecoming, and — and disrespect- 
ful ; yes, by Jove, disrespectful. You are morti- 
fied at being found guilty of a piece of folly, and 
vent your spleen on me. I tell you, sir, you 
ought to know better." 

"I am not mortified," said Tom, boldly. 
" I have no cause to be mortified, as I shall 
very soon show. But I am determined not to 
have my sister's name dragged into this affair, 
and if you will persist in referring to her, I 
shall simply take up my hat, and leave you to 

19 
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find out from other sources what a ridiculous 
blunder has been made among you. Lady So- 
phia Clarke may as well learn the truth too." 

^' Gad ! I wish I had let it alone ! " mut- 
tered Jessop, under his breath. 

For after all, neither he nor Thistleblow had 
a proof to offei', nor a person to fall back upon. 
They could not even, when confronted by Tom's 
scornful eyes, be positive as to what each had 
heard, or from whom they had heard it. Jes- 
sop thought it came from one quarter ; Thistle- 
blow from another. 

Thistleblow grew angry with Jessop at last. 
" It was I who told you, you slipshod fellow. You 
did not hear anything; I told you everytliing." 

" So I thought," was written on Tom's face 
opposite. 

" And who told Lady Sophia Clarke ? " ex- 
claimed he, suddenly. 

The other two looked at each other. "Not 
I," said Jessop. Then " Not I," echoed This- 
tleblow, somewhat faintly. 

But anon he paused. " I might have men- 
tioned it to Sir Robert," he murmured. 

" It comes then to this," said Tom Barnet, 
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throwing back his head and breathing disdain, 
" that General Thistleblow hears casually in a 
public place a Stafford talked of — " 

" They said ' Maurice.' I could swear they 
said * Maurice.' " 

" Maurice, if you like. Anyhow, you hear 
a Maurice Stafford spoken of as a drinking, 
gambling, betting scoundrel ; you find him at 
my house neither drinking, gambling, nor bet- 
ting, but you choose to believe he is the scoun- 
drel." 

" I know that he left the service, and I heard 
it said that he was turned out of it. What is 
more, I believe the last," maintained Thistle- 
blow defiantly. "A man does not throw up 
his commission for nothing." 

" Have we got to the bottom of the whole ? 
Have I anything more to hear ? " 

"It is enough as it is, one would think." 
Jessop recovering, tried a weak sneer. 

" Well, then," said Tom, putting his hand in 
his breast pocket, " as I have got other things 
to attend to, we may as well cut this short. I 
am glad I looked in, however. This slander " 
— looking round with an eye beneath which 
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those of the other men sank, " is of more con- 
sequence than I thought. You, at any rate. 
General Thistleblow, as you have been at the 
pains to spread about a false, malicious, dam- 
nable report, are bound to contradict it. I say, 
sir, you are bound to do this. It is a lie from 
beginning to end. Stafford's brother has been 
mistaken for him, and Stafford has had to bear 
the brunt. If you don't believe me, I have two 
letters here, one from my Cambridge chum, 
Theobald Mellor, who is old Mr. Stafford's near 
neighbour, and the other from th*e colonel of 
Maurice Stafford's regiment. I had inquired 
of the colonel into the cause of Stafford's re- 
signing. I am not quite such a booby as to 
make friends with a man and know absolutely 
nothing about him, General Thistleblow. I 
can't show you these letters because they are 
marked * Private,' but this is Mr. Mellor's ad- 
dress, and Colonel Wallace is in town. I am 
going to see him this afternoon, and — and — 
you can ask him any questions you like about 
Maurice Stafford, that's all." 

'^ I know Colonel Wallace," said little Jes- 
sop, looking rather frightened. " Of coui'se 
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we take your word, Barnet. Ton my word, 
Fin very sorry, but I do assure you I only 
wrote out of " 

" Friendship ? " said Tom, cocking his eye at 
him. 

" Friendship ! " echoed General Thistleblow, 
scornfully. He was glad to have some one to 
scorn. " Not he ! Dash it all, Jessop, don't 
stand cringing there. You know as well as 
I do who it was that set you on. It was to 
oblige that old harridan, Lady Sophia Clarke, 
that you " 

"She almost made me do it, she did indeed, 
Barnet. I did not want to meddle ; I have no 
wish to make myself disagreeable." 

" Nor any need to try," growled Thistleblow. 

" But Lady Sophia was so concerned about 
your sister." 

" Confound you ! My sister ! If you re- 
peat my sister's name again " Tom sprang 

to his feet. Then he gulped down something 
in his throat, and put his hands on the back of 
the chair in front of him. " You have got to 
go with me to Lady Sophia Clarke's now," he 
said, quietly. 
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For once in his life Jessop would have given 
the vrorld not to have gone near the corner 
house in Chesterfield Gardens, but it was no 
avail to struggle. " You have got to go, and 
it is the least you can do," said Tom ; " and 
General Thistleblow, when — ah — will you see 
Sir Robert ? " 

General Thistleblow turned slowly round, 
and looked the young man in the face. 

" Within the hour," he said, emphatically, 
" and Tom Barnet, hark ye, I have more re- 
spect for you this day than I ever thought to 
have in my life. Damme ! you have acted like 
your father s son. You have been rufle to me, 
sir, dashed rude, — and I like you for it. We'll 
be better friends in future. I feel I have made 
a thundering old fool of myself, and I'm not 
ashamed to own as much. Give me your hand, 
my boy; and if I have done my best to take 
away the character of your friend, you will see 
that I shall do all I can to put it back again. 
You go at Lady Sophia with half the pluck 
you went at me, and she'll wither before you. 
And good speed to you, my lad — God bless 
ye ! God bless ye ! " 
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" Poor old fellow ! " said Tom to himself, 
and the very next person who had woodcock 
sent up from Duckhill Manor was General 
Thistleblow. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

COLONEL Wallace's testimony. 

After all, Colonel Jessop did not have a 
bad time of it in Chesterfield Gardens. It 
was something to be in a scrape along with a 
woman of Lady Sophia Clarke's standing, and 
it was something yet more to see her ladyship 
struggling to get out of it. He could never 
have hoped to behold the colour come and go 
on a brow usually so imperious ; nor to hear 
confusion in the voice to whose behests all 
around were wont to bow. 

Having had his own share of the whipping, 
he almost enjoyed seeing his noble accomplice 
under castigation. 

She had been worse than he ; he had merely 
cackled over the humour of a piece of ill- 
natured gossip, whereas Lady Sophia had 
taken pleasure in its sting. Well did he recol- 
lect how resolute she had been that he should 
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bear his part in the transaction. She was to 
write to Ida; he to Tom. Neither of them had 
consulted General Thistleblow, who, truth to 
tell, did not know that anyone else had been 
before him in the field ; and although Jessop's 
sole reason for silence had been his desire to 
keep dark his growing intimacy with the 
Clarkes, respecting which Thistleblow was al- 
ready caustic and jealous. Lady Sophia's reti- 
cence was less innocent. She feared lest any- 
thing should transpire to mar her triumph; 
lest Sir Robert or General Thistleblow should 
either of them qualify the accusation which 
had served her purpose so well. Men, she 
averred, would tell you a thing one day, and 
the next would eat their own words. She had 
known Sir Robert do as much before. And 
though Sir Robert was as positive in the pres- 
ent instance as she had ever known him to 
be about anything, it was as likely as not 
that he would turn round if spoken to on 
the subject again, and vow that Thistleblow 
was a mere wind-bag, as all Liberal-Unionists 
were. 

Accordingly she had taken measures not to 
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be baulked of her revenge. While she could 
honestly present Stafford in odious colours she 
would make haste to do so ; and if anything 
came out in palliation of his offences after- 
wards, she would in justice also let it be 
known. But write she must ; and she had, as 
we know, seen to it that Jessop should write 
in the same strain by the same post. Lady 
Sophia had then straightened her back, and 
felt that she had done her duty. 

Having thought of the task as her " duty," 
both before and after it was accomplished, at 
the end of a week the " duty " had come to look 
so positive and imperative in the retrospect, 
that it was without the slightest qualm of con- 
science or tremor of expectation that she be- 
held her young cousin enter her morning room, 
even at an hour so early as to betoken some- 
thing unusual in the visit. 

Doubtless he had come to inquire, to beg 
advice, to express gratitude. Seeing Tom in 
the company of Colonel Jessop confirmed all 
three suppositions. 

Had she noted Jessop's expression of coun- 
tenance, indeed, she might there have read how 
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widely different was the state of the case ; but 
Lady Sophia was not a person to observe any 
one's expression. 

She was thus entirely unprepared for the 
scene which followed, and which, as we have 
said, the treacherous Jessop enjoyed. Every 
now and then he stole a glance at his noble 
patroness, aiid every glance refreshed his soul. 
Lady Sophia's colour mounted higher and 
higher, and her discomfiture grew more and 
more unconcealed as the moments passed. 

At length, however, she put forth an effort 
on her own behalf. 

" As a near relative I might be supposed to 
have some interest in the case. You blame me 
for opening the eyes of our dear Ida, when I 
did but follow the promptings of my own con- 
science towards a motherless girl. If Ida had 
been my child, do you suppose I would have 
wished her to place her affections on a worth- 
less wretch ? My affection for Ida would not 
permit me to stand by idly»" Hej- voice was 
beginning to regain its own hard, unwavering 
tones, — but for once Lady Sophia had met her 
match. She had mistaken Tom Barnet when 
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she thoufjht she could treat him and his with 
contempt. 

*' I think, Lady Sophia, the less said about 
your affection for Ida, or for any one of my sis- 
ters, the better," said Tom, in accents as hard 
as her own, and having in them moreover a 
ring of profound derision. " It was not a par- 
ticularly kind thing to do to a ^ motherless 
girl ' to tell her slap out that the man you 
thought she cared for was all that was bad ; 
and if your conscience prompted you to do 
that, it ought to prompt you now to make 
the only reparation you can for being so 
cruel." 

(" So cruel ! By Jove ! " whispered Jessop, 
catching his breath.) 

" You forget yourself altogether to — to 
speak to me like this," fumbled Lady Sophia, 
all unused to being thus bearded in her own 
den. "I — I must say I never heard a — a 
young man forget himself as you are doing." 

" It's very likely," replied Tom, calmly. 
" But whatever I may forget, I know what I 
have got to remember, and it is this. As you 
have blackened Maurice Stafford's reputation 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST. 301 

to US, I daresay you have done it to other peo- 
ple. Oh, you have ! " (catching an expression 
which flitted across her face) " I thought it 
was very likely. Now look here, Lady Sophia, 
it is a very awkward thing to take away a 
man's character. You must oblige me by or- 
dering your carriage and going round among 
your acquaintances this afternoon, and telling 
them all in every house you go to that you 
have been under a mistake as regards my 
friend. I am sure you will," keeping his eye 
upon her as she made a restive movement, " be- 
cause it will save me — you understand. Lady 
Sophia — it will save me from doing it my- 
self." 

('^ Gad ! I never saw a woman so caught in 
her own trap ! " inwardly ejaculated Jessop.) 

A happy thought, however, occurred to her 
ladyship. " It is impossible for me to do what 
you ask, Tom," she observed almost blandly. 
(" Knuckling under, by Jove ! " chuckled Jes- 
sop.) " Having heard what I heard from Sir 
Robert, his lips only can unsay it. If he as- 
sures me I have been mistaken, can you doubt 
my readiness to make the amende honm*ahle ? ''^ 
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(" He does not doubt your making it, 
madam, he does not doubt that in the slight- 
est," sneered Jessop, silently. "But if my 
eyes don't play me false. Master Tom doubts 
your readiness as much as I do. You're regu- 
larly nailed this time, my lady — nailed — that's 
what you are.") 

" When will Sir Robert be in ? " demanded 
Tom, abruptly. 

" I really don't know. He usually is out till 
luncheon." 

" Will he be found at his club ? " 

" Oh, yes — to a certainty." 

" General Thistleblow has found him there 
then," said Tom, " and you will be able to de- 
cide on your line of action when he comes in. 
You will hear from him the truth of what I 
have told you.'' 

"You will not stay to see him yourself?'* 
murmured Lady Sophia, frightened into a 
desperate civility : "luncheon will be up almost 
immediately." 

"I am afraid I cannot stay, Lady Sophia, 
nor can Colonel Jessop. He has promised to 
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go with me to meet another gentleman who is 
also concerned in this affair. I particularly 
wish Colonel Jessop to hear wljat Stafford's 
brother officers think of him, and we are go- 
ing now to the Naval and Military, where I 
learned this morning that Colonel Wallace 
was expected in the course of the day — proba- 
bly about two o'clock." 

Lady Sophia glanced at Jessop. She was 
longing for him to stay and for Tom to go ; 
dying to pour forth her indignation, her in- 
credulity, and her resentment behind the aveng- 
ing back of her tormentor; but she did not 
dare to make the suggestion — ^nor did Jessop. 
Tom had cowed them both to their inmost 
fibres. 

" We may as well be going, I think," said 
the boy, rising. At another time he would 
have waited for his companion to rise, or for 
his hostess to give the signal of dismissal. As 
it was he took the lead ; he was the only hon- 
est person present, and he scorned the other 
two. 

And they saw he did, and accepted the con- 
tempt. 
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" Come along, Colonel," said Tom. " Good- 
bye, Lady Sophia. My kind regards to Sir 
Robert." And he marched head in air down 
the broad staircase, and past the lacqueys who 
held open the door. But he did not go away 
with a glow at his heart as he had done from 
his first interview. He had only crushed Lady 
Sophia. She had emitted no noble spark be- 
neath the blow. 

As for Jessop, he despised Jessop too cor- 
dially to expect anything good from such a 
source, and he only tethered the spiteful little 
backbiter to his side, in order primarily to 
drive the last nail into the coffin of the slander, 
and secondly to deprive Lady Sophia of any 
support she might have received from the 
presence and sympathy of her fellow conspira- 
tor. 

It must be owned that Tom did the thing 
thoroughly. He was not of a vengeful nature, 
but many emotions combined to make him un- 
sparing of himself and others on the present 
occasion. 

Ida, his dearly loved sister Ida, had been put 
to the blush, affronted, insulted, and forced to 
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behave unwarrantably in her own defence; Staf- 
ford had been traduced and maligned ; and he 
himself had been woxmded in his tenderest 
point. 

He was conscious of a desire to show of 
what stuff he was made ; and for the benefit of 
our readers we may add that no one of those 
with whom he came in contact on that Decem- 
ber day ever had the slightest doubt about it 
afterwards. 

The anxious civility, almost subservience of 
Lady Sophia Clarke, whenever Tom Barnet 
entered her reception rooms in the future, was 
a matter of wonder to many ; while Jessop 
would have fetched and carried for him like a 
dog; and General Thistleblow, very red in the 
face whenever his late ward's name was men- 
tioned, would puff and blow, and blurt out as 
fast as tongue could speak : " The finest young 
fellow in the world, Tom Barnet. The very 
image of his dear old dad. Bless my soul ! I 
wish we had a few more such young men now- 
a-days." 

To return, however, to Piccadilly on the 
afternoon in question. By good hap, not only 

20 



306 THE OITE GOOD QUEST. 

Colonel Wallace but several of his subordinate 
officers were in the hall of the club when Tom 
Barnet and his companion entered. 

" You know Colonel Wallace ? " said Tom, 
still retaining the command which he had as- 
sumed from the fii'st. " If he is here — oh, that 
is he, is it ? Introduce me, will you ? " 

Jessop meekly did so. He told Thistleblow 
afterwards that the youngster's bow was a 
treat to see. 

Colonel Wallace, however, seemed very well 
pleased to see the treat. As soon as he caught 
the name, which had to be repeated twice, for 
he was a little deaf, his countenance lighted 
up, and he extended a hearty hand. 

'' Mr. Barnet ? Oh, yes, of course. A friend 
of Stafford's. Delighted to see you. We are 
just going in to luncheon ; will you join us i 
These are some more of Stafford's brother 
officers — late brother officers, I should say — 
more's the pity ! We miss Maurice. He was 
as good as an oil can in the regiment ; always 
in good humour, and never had an ill word for 
anybody. Eh ? Oh, you must," as Tom made 
as though he would have declined the luncheon, 
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*' come along in," continued the speaker, taking 
by the arm tlie only half -reluctant youth. " I 
should have been so sorry to miss you." Then 
in a lower tone, " It's all right about Stafford, 
I ho])e ? You found my letter satisfactory ? If 
not, here are these others, you know-^ Camber- 
well, and White — both knew him welL You 
can have a word with them if you desire it." 

" Not in the least," replied the young man, 
warmly, but also subduing his tones so as to be 
inaudible behind. " I require nothing more, 
unless perhaps " — he hesitated — " unless you 
could just lead these gentlemen into talking of 
Stafford in a friendly way before Colonel Jes- 
sop." 

" Eh ? Was it he ? " A nudge and a huge 
whisper. " Oh, the little beast," as Tom's face 
showed assent. " Oh, we'll soon settle him," 
proceeded his new friend with infinite con- 
tempt. " Mixed up the brothers, I s'pose, and 
wasn't sorry to do it, eh ? Just like him. He 

always was a Now then, gentlemen, 

where will you sit? Mr. Barnet, sit by me. 
What a pity that Stafford is not here. He 
lunched with me three days ago ^" 
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Tom looked up quickly. 

" I tried to get liim to stop up in town a bit/' 
proceeded the speaker as seriously as though 
he had been speaking the exact truth. " But 
he is so devilish run after that he never has a 
day to himself. He was off somewhere or other 
— to some big place or other — in the afternoon. 
Never knew a fellow in such request. He was 
a dead loss to the regiment, was he not, Cam- 
berwell ? The most popular man we had, eh, 
White ? " 

" All the same, it was a bit of blarney about 
the big houses," confided the burly colonel aside 
to his neighbour presently; "between you and me, 
Stafford seemed rather at a loose end, and not 
to know very well what to do with himself. 
It ended in his going down to his own place ; 
where I gather he was not precisely wanted. 
He has had a row with his young scamp of a 
brother, and the father takes the scamp's part, 
as fathers will. A weak-minded old creature, 
rather touched in the head, I fancy. If you 
want Stafford, you will find him in Norfolk. 
I can give you the address." 

"Thank you, sii*," said Tom. " I do want Mm.'' 
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" So I shan't get back to-night," reflected he. 
" I made sure Maurice was in town. It is no 
great matter; those folks at Duckhill won't 
stickle about a single day. And I have got to 
find this chap, and make my apologies, if I can 

do no more. Of course if I can do more " 

Then he paused. " Poor Ida ! " — another pause 
— " Poor girl ! How I should like to take him 
back to her ! To appear together, we two, 
when they are only expecting one ! To show 
her that for all she is so clever, there are some 
things that need a man ! It's a man's business 
I am on now." 

And at this point he found everyone laugh- 
ing because Colonel Wallace had made a joke, 
and under cover of the joke the luncheon was 
over, and all were rising from the table. 

An afternoon train conveyed our young 
traveller down to Norfolk, and his destination 
was reached in what he felt to be good, time 
for dinner. Heartily, howevei*, did he wish the 
next half-houi' over, and dinner on the table. 
It was almost as bad as the arrival feeling he 
had experienced at Pine Ridge. 

There was a disconsolate look about the 
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place too. It was not well kept up ; the lodge 
gates stood open, not as though many vehicles 
were in the habit of passing through, but rather 
as if it were worth no one's while to shut them. 
There were no cheerful lights twinkling from 
the windows. The door bell was not responded 
to for a very long time. 

When at length a respectable looking man 
with a beard, and in the garb of a gamekeeper, 
unlocked the door, Tom felt sure something 
was wrong; nor was he deceived by appear- 
ances. The house was shut up ; the gentlemen 
were away ; Mr. Maurice had run down a few 
nights before, but had left on the Friday morn- 
ing. Interrogated, he did not know precisely 
where Mr. Maurice had gone, but thought Mr. 
Mellor might know. He had seen the two 
speaking to each other on the road ; Mr. Mellor 
lived only a little over two miles away, (sug- 
gestively). 

What could a poor belated traveller do than 
take so obvious a hint ? The horse's head was 
turned in the direction indicated. " And liere 
am I rolling through this Norfolk mud on a 
beastly cold, dark night, behind a half -blown 
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brute that goes lame, and may come to a stand- 
still any moment, not knowing where I am go- 
ing, or what sort of a welcome I may find ! " 
cogitated Tom Barnet, " all because I have got 
a hot-headed sister who couldn't trust her 
brother, but took him for a fool, as all the 
rest did. I think I have shown a good many 
people I am not a fool during the last few 
hours; but I have got to show one or two 
more yet. Is this the place ? " 

It was the place, and the place and the wel- 
come were all they should have been. He was 
secure of a night's lodging and every comfort 
— but in regard to Maurice Stafford, his host 
could not say with positiveness where Maurice 
Stafford had gone. Maurice had talked about 
Southampton; he almost thought he had said 
he was going to Southampton ; but, anyhow, it 
could be easily found out whether he had done 
so or not, since the speaker knew the people to 
whom his friend had gone, provided Southamp- 
ton at all had been his destination. He would 
telegraph in the morning. 

In the morning he did telegraph, and the 
reply came back within the hour. " Was 



312 THIS ONE GOOD QUEST. 

here. But left early this morning for Lon- 
don." 

Left for London ? That was lucky. South- 
ampton had staggered Tom in spite of himself ; 
but he would have had to go to London at all 
events before returning to Duckhill. He took 
a grateful leave, and departed on his new quest. 
Fortune favoring him, he would catch up with 
Stafford in time for the night train north. 



CHAPTER XX. 



CONCLUSION. 



A MORE amiable set of people could not 
have been gathered together than the deserted 
house-party now at Duekhill, but if it be true 
that even a worm will turn at last, still more 
is this the case when one worm meets another 
and demands, " Has not the time come for 
turning ? When do you begin to turn ? " 

" It is really more than one ought to stand," 
quoth Mr. John Lytton at last, when the fifth 
day came and no Tom re-appeared, nor could 
any reason, to be called a reason, be given for 
such extraordinary and neglectful conduct 
Uncle Jack was the most placable of human 
beings, and as for aunt Bess, if Ida had only 
confided in her, she would have been one vast 
gush of sympathy and consolation. Unfortu- 
nately it was precisely this gush which was 
dreaded, feared, and resolved against. What- 
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ever happened, Ida's aunt should never know 
what Ida was now suffering. 

Ida's face grew long and white as the days 
passed. To her Tom was cheery and sanguine, 
but he wrote the truth ; he was still looking 
for Maurice Stafford, and, do what he would, 
he could not find him. Maurice Stafford 
seemed to have disappeared off the face of the 
earth. Wherever Tom went he found traces, 
still warm, of the friend he was pursuing ; but 
as certainly did the traces vanish into thin air 
directly he thought they were leading him 
straight to his mark. Had he known what a 
wildgoose chase it was to be, when first he 
started, he felt that it would have been better 
for him to have gone straight home, after ex- 
ploding his bombshell among the traducers ; 
but he had been led on, step by step, expecting 
each to be the last, till really he did not like to 
be baulked in the long run, and accordingly lie 
would stay up one day longer, he wrote on the 
Friday morning, and if he could not lay hold 
of Stafford that day, nothing should prevent 
his leaving town on Saturday morning, and 
being with his own people by nightfall. 
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Ida hardly knew how to make this an- 
nouncement, nor what to think of it herself. 
It would be di'eadf ul to have her brother come 
back baffled, and powerless to do more than 
had been done already ; but each day that de- 
tained him on his quest was growing more and 
more uncomfortable for those left in the lurch 
by his absence. Her uncles and aunts had al- 
most ceased to make remarks when she had, 
perforce, to own that no Tom was to be ex- 
pected each day ; her cousins, Maud and Caro- 
line, who had begun by feigning pique, had 
only too obviously no further need of pretence 
in the matter ; the very boys wondered loudly 
what was up : while Jenny and Louie hardly 
durst mention their brother's name, and con- 
necting his protracted absence with Ida's wan 
looks and short answers, were disloyal for the 
first time in their lives. 

^* We have been a fortnight here, during 
which time my nephew, who asked us down 
and whose house we are in, has given us his 
company for two half days," observed the el- 
der of the two uncles at last. " My wife and I 
and our daughters will leave to-morrow morn- 
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ing, and Ida may make what apologies she 
chooses to Tom on his return." 

" It strikes me that he is the person who 
ought to apologise," bluntly rejoined the other. 
" If you go, Reginald, we go too. I don't in- 
tend my family to be held cheap any more 
than you do yourS: As for this business of 
Tom's — I stood by him when he said business 
called him, and it was only for a day — I 
thought all the better of the lad for dashing 
off again, vile weather though it was, rather 
than lose his market for whatever it was he 
had on hand — but * business ' that he either 
can't or won't explain, and that even his sister 
is as mute as a fish about, ought — ought — 'pon 
my word — ^Tom ought to be ashamed of him- 
self. I don't know what he is up to, but this 
I do know, we pack, bag and baggage, to- 
morrow morning." 

"And really I cannot ask your uncle to 
stay," asserted Ida's aunt, when delivering this 
ultimatum, " for though Christmas is so near, 
and w^e might all have been so happy together, 
Tom's extraordinary conduct — I must call it 
extraordinary, my dear Ida — has so put youi* 
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uncle out, that nothing I could say or do 
would keep him now. And; indeed, I must 
own — ahem ! — that it is dull, a little dull, in a 
house where the master is away. We do not 
seem as if we quite knew what to do with our- 
8elves. One ought not to be invited down, 
and then absolutely deserted, you know, Ida." 
It was hard upon Ida to witness such mani- 
fest mortification, and to know how vexed and 
ashamed Tom would be — must be, indeed, as it 
was — and all on her account. But she could 
not confide in aunt Bess. The more she 
thought of it the less she felt she could do it. 
What could she say ? Own that under a false 
impression she had driven Maurice Stafford 
from the house, and that she was now break- 
ing her heart to get him back again ? Own 
that Tom in his goodness, and kindness, and 
straightforwardness, was hunting Stafford from 
place to place, and throwing every other con- 
sideration to the winds in his dogged resolve 
to get hold of him by some means or other ? 
Not she. It made her ^nce and shrink within 
herself that even Tom should know how re- 
morseful were her feelings : and a dozen times 
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a day she was fain to dash off a peremptory 
command for her brother's return — but anon 
would rise the hope that every post might 
bring better news, and again the haunting fear 
lest, if Stafford were not now found — found 
at once, and while still smarting from his 
wounds, they might heal, and he be lost to her 
for ever. 

" He may go off no one knows where ; and 
even if it be not to any far-off place, or for any 
great length of time, still a few months' ab- 
sence would make it impossible for Tom to 
rake up a trifling incident, and apologise for 
a sister's ignorance of the world. It would 
seem to be making too much of the affair : 
seem as if we had all been brooding over it, 
and magnifying it — oh, it could not be done," 
cried she, in bitter musings. 

" Tom must find him now — or never ; if once 
Tom comes back to Duckhill without Maurice 
Stafford, we shall never, never, never see him 
here again." 

And back to Duckhill Tom had to come 
without Maurice Stafford. 

It seemed well-uigh incredible, but it was 
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go. No one could help Lim, and at last he 
came to a point where he could no longer help 
himself. 

So far he had conducted his mysterious 
search on strictly commonplace principles. 
" Had any one seen Stafford ? " He, Tom 
Barnet, was in town for a few days, and heard 
that Stafford was up too. Could any one tell 
him where to find his friend? 

At first everybody could tell him — suV)se- 
quently nobody. It appeared as if Maurice, 
on returning south, had instantly reappeared 
in all his special haunts ; a dozen men called 
upon each other to say that each had seen him 
— and each had. The farmer who was now 
the recognised tenant of Beech Farm had a great 
deal to say about the gentleman who had looked 
in on him on the Monday morning, ten days 
before, and assured him that something must 
have gone wrong with his letter — owing doubt- 
less to the postal interruptions consequent on 
the frost — for that Mr. Barnet was quite ready 
to accede to his terms, and sign the lease. The 
gentleman had been very -frank and agreeable; 
and afterwards Mr. Trusty had expressed him- 
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self a8 under an obligation to Mr. Maurice 
Stafford, — but after he had seen the back of 
Mr. Stafford's blue overcoat descending the 
house steps, he had set eyes on him no more. 

All at once it seemed to Tom that no one had 
set eyes on Maurice more. He did not think 
any mischance had happened to Maurice ; he 
was not of an imaginative nor melodramatic 
nature ; but he did feel as Ida felt, that did he 
once let go his hold on the present opportunity, 
it was one which he might never in all after 
time regain. 

Years, or even months, afterwards, he could 
hardly go up to a guest who had probably 
in the interim succeeded in forgetting a pain- 
ful episode, Avith explanations and apologies. 
Tiiese offered at once might have had, and 
probably would have had, all the effect hoped 
for ; but if tardily tendered, or only tendered 
at all, supposing accident or chance threw the 
two together, would not Stafford be j ustified in 
supposing that, rude as had been his awaken- 
ing, Ida had yet meant to awake him from a 
dream ? 

Stung to the quick by the thought which 



THE ONE GOOD QUEST. 321 

loomed gigantic — as such thoughts are apt to 
do — in a mind ill at ease, it is not to be won- 
dered at that lesser considerations gave way 
before it. A fortnight ago and Tom Barnet 
could not have believed that he should hear of 
the break up of his second house-party with so 
little regret ; but he was sick at heart, and all 
the eclat of his primal success in town was 
wiped out by the disastrous failure which fol- 
lowed. 

A, gloomy reaction set in. '* Let them go ! " 
he muttered, when the news came that one and 
all were on the eve of departui'e from Duckhill. 
" Let them go ! They are as bad as the first 
lot. They have no patience — ^no confidence in 
a fellow. They might have guessed I was in a 
hole, and that it was rough upon me, and not 
have thought only of their own selfish selves. 
I shall be glad to be alone when I get back. 
Ida won't blame me, anyhow — she knows I 
have done what I can ; I have worried here 
and I have worried there, and bothered with 
trains and telegrams, and never once been near 
Margaret ! Ida knows about Margaret now, 
and that is one comfort. Well," after a pause ; 

21 
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*' well, ni go home ! Home is the best place, 
after all." 

Going home he had a long nap in the train. 
He was really wearied out with disappoint- 
ment and vexation of spirit ; and once asleep 
in a warm, quiet railway carriage, which had 
only a single other occupant quiescent as him- 
self, he slumbered soundly from point to point. 

It grew dark outside. 

" We are late," said Tom, waking up with a 
long yawn, as the train drew near his station 
at last. " Five o'clock, by Jove ! It is such a 
clear night I should not have supposed it was 
so much." 

" A moon, too," observed his fellow-traveller. 
" The frost is gone for this winter, I suspect ; 
and a good riddance, too. But these sharp 
December frosts never last. They say if you 
skate before Christmas you get precious little 
skating afterwards." 

" We had only one day," observed Tom. 

" Had you, indeed ? " 

" Only this day fortnight. ' Jove ! what a 
long time ago it seems ! That hard Saturday^ 
you know." 
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"I know. I remember. We all thought 
that frost was going to hold." 

"So did we." ("And that other things 
were going to *hold,' too," silently appended 
poor Tom, looking ruefully out.) " Here we 
are ! " he added a minute afterwards. " This 
is mv station. Thanks," as the other ojffiered 
to hold his bag while he alighted. " Those are 
my sticks, too. Thank you. Good night." 

He stepped out upon the platform, and 
looked round. A figure emerged from the 
gathering darkness, and as it moved towards 
him he recognised the light tread of his sister 
Ida. She had come to meet him alone. A 
pang shot through his heart at the sight. 

It was best to say nothing ; she would see 
for herself that he had no good news to tell ; 
and for her own sake he would not assume 
that she had come in search of any, good or 
bad. He felt as if silence were the only 
v/eapon by which he could crush the last germ 
of hope in Ida's breast. 

"You did not bring any one down with 
you," he said at last. It was the only thing 
he could think of to say. 
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'' The girls are spending the day at the vicar- 
age; they are to be brought back before we 
get home," was the reply. 

" Oh. And the others are actually gone ? 
Well, I am glad, on the whole. Their ques- 
tioning would have been a nuisance. Yes, 
that's my portmanteau ; all right, John," to the 
porter. " Put it in the carriage. What carri- 
age have you got down, Ida ? The dog-cart ? " 

''Yes, the dog-cart. The roads are quite 
open now. I took a round before coming 
here." 

" Did you ? " said Tom, absently. " The rest 
left this morning, then ? Well, I am glad of 
it," he repeated. " I don't feel in the mood for 
them, that's a fact; and I dare swear they 
don't feel in the mood for me. We shall be 
best by ourselves, Ida." 

" Unless," said Ida, slowly, " unless, perhaps, 
we — we might have one — ^just one — good — 
guest." 

"Well, you know, I — of course, I know 
whom you mean — and Ida, I am most awfully 
sorry, but — good God ! " exclaimed Tom, start- 
ing back with almost a shriek as the two 
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emerged from the station entrance, and fronted 
the roadside, " Who — who is that ? Who have 
you got there ? " 

The light was almost gone, but some one 
was standing at the horse's head whose dim 
outline was more appalling than if it had been 
that of a ghost. 

" Come and see who I have got,'' said Ida, 
laying her hand on her brother's arm, for he 
had stopped short where he stood. " We have 
been deserted for the second time, Tom; but 
once again " 

" Stajffiord ! " cried Tom, bursting from her. 
" Stajfford ! " 

" We have been playing at hide and seek, 
Tom," said Stafford, turning round with a 
smile of broad content. " I don't know what I 
ought to say to you for all the trouble I have 
given, but I will say anything you like if you 
will only let me stay " 

'' But, good Heavens ! " cried Tom, again. 
" Ida," turning to her, " was it this you meant ? 
Did you know? But of course you knew. 
What I mean is," trying hard to shape ques- 
tions and comments, so as to make them accord 
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with discretion. '' What I am trying to say 
is, when did he come i " 

" Three hours ago, Tom." 

" And — and i " He looked from one to 

the other. 

'* And I have apologised for my rude be- 
haviour," sparkled Ida, brimming with demure 
mischief, " and he has forgiven me, though I 
have had to promise that I will never treat 
him so again." Tlien she came close to them 
both, and murmured softly, " It is all right, 
dear Tom. Maurice knows everything. And 
— We — we " 



'' If it has got to being ' we,' " cried Tom, 
with a laugh of pleasure, " I had better take a 
back seat," putting his bag on the cushions, 
preparatory to suiting his action to the word. 
*' Dickybird won't stand any longer, Maurice ; 
up you get, Ida; we must talk when we get 
home. ' Jove, how you startled me, though ! " 
as he stepped into his seat, and Maurice came 
round to his, " I can't get over it. I — quiet, 
now, Dicky — quiet, now — give him his head, 
Maurice; he's only playing," and away they 
bounded into the dim country beyond. 
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It was impossible, however, for curiosity to 
remain silent many minutes, and accordingly, 
*' Just tell me where he came from, and what 
he has been doing, Ida ? *' insinuated Tom, 
edging himself round. " You tell me, and let 
Maurice mind his driving." 

*' He came from only ten miles off, Tom," 
nodded Ida over her shoulder. " He has been 
there since Wednesday. He came back to 
wait in the neighbourhood." 

" To wait for what ? " 

"Till all of them had gone," replied his 
sister, too happy to be shy. "He did not 
wish to encounter uncle Jack, and aunt Bess, 
and " 

" Speak the truth, young lady." All at once 
dulness itself could have recognised the ac- 
knowledged lover in Maurice Stafford's accents^. 
" It was not that ' he did not wish to encounter ' 
all these people, but he had a notion that some 
one else, who was in command at Duckhill, 
would not choose that he should. You see, 
Tom, as soon as I got back to town and put two 
and two together, I hit on the truth like light- 
ning. It did not require a very Solomon to do 
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this, for I had not been up three days, before I 
encountered old Wallace, who began inquiring 
about you, and all that was going on here. 
Quiet now, Dickybird, quiet," as the horse shied 
at a forked branch, ghostly in the moonlight, 
" and then as soon as ever I went down to my 
father's, there was Mellor with the same sort of 
unaccountable interest in my friends at Duck- 
hill," pursued Maurice. " The only mistake I 
made was in supposing you had instituted in- 
quiries after hearing from your London friends 
instead of before. But when I saw it all, as 1 
thought, I came straight down to these parts, 
meaning to look you up at once, for 1 thought 
you might have got home ; and behold you 
were away again ! I learned that fact at the 
post-office. That meant Duckhill was still a 
barred fortress to me, did it not ? " bending 
down towards the figure by his side, with a 
softening of the tone which her eai* alone could 
catch. 

"So then I had to retreat," continued the 
narrator, " and await the return of its rightful 
lord, who I knew would give a poor man a fair 
hearing." 
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" Aha ! I told you that, Ida," from Tom 
behind. 

''That dear enchantress, Madam Bowdler, 
your friend and mine, Tom," pursued Stafford, 
" wired me this morning that the coast was 
clear. I did not need to be told twice. By 
two o'clock I was at Duckhill — how jolly the 
old place looked ! — not a soul was about ! I 
rang the bell like a thief, and Richards looked 
as if he thought me one ! He said he would 
tell Miss Barnet, — she was in the boudoir, — no 
one else was at home. Do you think I let him 
tell, Tom ? " And the speaker again stooped 
to smile into the nearer pair of eyes. 

"It was just like to-day — ^just," murmured 
Ida, shining back upon him. 

'' This day fortnight ? That day of horrors ? " 
said Stafford. " So it was — externally. Only 
then, all went wrong ; now, all is going right." 

" Here we are ! " cried Tom joyously, as they 
dashed up to the door, " and here are the girls 
looking out for us ! Hi ! you two, — you Jenny 
and Louie, — who do you think we have got here ?" 

And the next moment the air was rent by a 
perfect scream- of joy. 
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"It's our own Maurice — our ovm Maurice 
back again! Oh, Maurice, they are all gone, 
and you have come back to us ! " 

"There, you see," said Tom, looking round 
with an air of pride and gladness, "you hear 
that? That's what they think about it. And 
let me tell you, Maurice, in whatever light you 
may show yourself presently, at Duckhill I be- 
lieve we shall always think chiefly of you in your 
character of our one good guest ! " 
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Gardiner. — Works by Samuel Raw- 
son Gardiner, M.A., Hon. LL.D., 
Edinburgh, Fellow of Merton College, 
Oxford. 

History of England, from the Ac- 
cess!' n of J.imes I. to the Outbreak of 
the ( ivil War, 1603-1642, 10 vols. 
Crown Svo. . 6j. each. 

A History of the Great Civil War, 
1642-1649. 4 vols. Cr. Svo., 6s. each. 

The Student's Historyof England, 
With 378 Illustrations. Cr. Svo. , i2J. 

Also in Three Volumes. 

Vol. I. B.C. 55 — A.D. 1509. With 173 
Illustrations, Crown Svo. 4J. 

Vol. II. 1 509- 1689. With 96 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. 4J. 

Vol. III. 16S9-1SS5. With 109 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. 4J. 

Greville. — A Journal of the Reigns 
of King George IV., King William 
IV., AND Queen Victoria. By 
Charles C. F. Greville, formerly 
Clerk of the Council. S vols. Crown 
8vo., 6j. each. 

Hart.~PR actical Essays in American 
Government. By Albert Bushnell 
Hart, Ph.D., &c, Cr. 8vo., 65. 



Political Hemoirs — continued. 

Hearn.~THE Government of Eng- 
land: its Structure and its Development. 
By W. Edward Hearn. Svo. , i6j. 

Historic Tcwns.— Edited by E. A. 
Freeman, D.C.L., and Rev. William 
Hunt, M.A. With Maps and Plans. 
Crown Svo., 3J. 6d. each. 

Bristol. By the Rev. W. Hunt. 

Carlisle. By Mandell Creighton, 
D. D. , Bishop of Peterborough. 

Cinque Ports. By Mont-agu Bur- 
rows. 

Colchester. By Rev. E. L. Cutts. 

Exeter. By E. A. Freeman. 

London. By Rev. W. J. Loftie. 

Oxford. By Rev. C. W. Boase. 

Winchester. By Rev. G. W. Kit- 
chin, D.D. 

York. By Rev. Jamf.s Ratne. 

New York. By Theodore Roosevelt. 

Boston (U.S.) By Henry Cabot 
Lodge. 

Horloy.— Sf.fton : A Descriptive and 
Historical Account. Comprising the 
Collected Notes and Researches of the 
late Rev. Engklbrrt Horley, M.A. , 
Rector 1S71-18S3. By W. D. Caroe, 
M.A. (Cantab.), Fellow of the Royal 
Institute of British Architects, and E. J. 
A. Gordon. With 17 Plates and 32 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Royal Svo., 31J. dd. 

Joyce.— A Short Historyof Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to t6oS. By P. 
W. Joyce, LL.D. Crown Svo. , loj. 6^. 

Xiang.— A History of St. Andrews. 
By Andrew Lang. With Illustrations 
by T. Hodge. \In the Press. 

Iiecky. — Works by William Edward 
Hartpole Lecky. 

History of England in the Eigh- 
teenth Century. 

Library Edition. S vols. Svo., £j 4J. 

Cabinet Edition. England. 7 vols. 
Cr. Svo., 6i. each. Ireland. 5 
vols. Crown Svo., 6j. each. 

History of European Morals from 
Augustus to Charlemagne. 2 
vols. Crown Svo. , i6j. 

History of the Rise and Influence 
OF the Spirit of Rationalism in 
\ 'Ea3"Sioyil. -2. vols. Crown Svo. , xds. 
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History, Politics, Polity, and Political Memoirs — co^ithmed. 

Macaulay. — Works by Lord Mac- 

AULAY. 



Complete Works. 

Cabinet "Ed. i6 vols. Pt. 8vo. , £^ i6s. 
Library Edition. 8 vols. 8vo.,;£'5 5*. 

History of England from the Ac- 
cession of James the Secoi^d. 

Popular Edition. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo., 5^. 
Student's Edition. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo.,i3f. 
People's Edition. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo.,idr. 
Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Pt. 8vo. , 48^. 
Library Edition. 5 vols. 8vo., £4. 

Critical and Historical Essays, 
WITH Lays of Ancient Rome, in i 
volume. 

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., as. 6d. 

Authorised Edition. Crown 8vo., 
2J. 6d., or 35. 6d.t gilt edges. 

Silver Library Edition. Crown 8vo., 
ZS. 6d, 

Critical and Historical Essays. 

Student's Edition, i vol. Cr. 8vo. , dr. 
People's Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 8*. 
Trevelyan Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo.,9j. 
Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Post8vo.,24r. 
Library Edition. 3 vols. 8vo. , 36J. 

ESSAYS which may be had separately 
price 6d. each sewed, is. each cloth. 



Lord Clive. 

The Earl of Chat- 
ham(Two Elssays). 

Ranke and Glad- 
stone. 

Milton and Machia- 
velli. 

Lord Byron, and The 
Comic Dramatists 
of the Restoration. 



Frederick the Great. 

Ix)rd Bacon. 

Addison and Wal- 
pole. 

Croker's Boswell's 
Johnson. 

Hallam's Constitu- 
tional History. 

Warren Hastings 
(3//. swd. , 6d. cl. ). 

Speeches. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
Miscellaneous Writings. 

People's Ed. i vol. Cr. 8vo. , 4s. 6d. 

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo., 21s. 

Miscellaneous Writings and 
Speeches. 

Popular Edition. Cr. 8vo., zs. 6d. 
Student's Edition. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 

Cabinet Edition. Including Indian 
Penal Code, Lays of Ancient Rome, 
and Miscellaneous Poems. 4 vols. 
Post 8vo. , 24 J. 



Macaulay.— Works by Lord Mac- 
aulay. — continued. 

Selections from the Writings of 
Lord Macaulay. Edited, with 
Occasional Notes, by the Right Hon. 
Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

INL&y, — The Constitutional History 
of England since the Accession of 
George III. 1760-1870. By Sir Thomas 
Erskine May, K.C.B. (Lord Fam- 
borough). 3 vols. Crown 8vo. , iSs. 

Merivale. — Works by the Very Rev. 
Charles Merivale, Dean of Ely. 

History of the Romans under the 
Empire. 

Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 4&r. 
Silver Library Ekiition. 8 vols. Cr. 
8vo., 3^. 6d. each. 

The Fall of the Roman Republic : 
a Short History of the Last Century 
of the Commonwealth. i2mo. , 7s. 6d. 

Farkes. — Fifty Years in the Making 
of Australian History. By Sir 
Henry Parkes, G.C.M.G. With 2 
Portraits (1854 and 1892). 2 vols. 8vo. , 
32J. 

Frendergast.— Ireland from the 
Restoration to the Revolution, 
1660-1690. ByJOHNP. Prendergast, 
Author of ' The Cromwellian Settlement 
in Ireland *. 8vo. , 5s. 

Round.— Geoffrey de Mandeville : 
a Study of the Anarchy. By J. H. 
Round, M.A. 8vo., idr. 

Seebohm.— The English Village 
Community Examined in its Relations 
to the Manorial and Tribal Systems, &c. 
By Frederic Seebohm. With 13 Maps 
and Plates. 8vo., i6j. 

Smith.— Carthage and the Cartha- 
ginians. By R. BoswoRTH Smith. 
M.A., Assistant Master in Hanow 
School. With Maps, Plans, &c. Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 

Stephens.— ParochialSelf-Govern- 
ment in Rural Districts: Argument 
and Plan. By Henry C. Stephens, 
M.P. 4to. , I2J. 6d. Popular EiJjamsk^^ 
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History, Politics, Polity, and Political HL&moin— continued, 

Wakeman and Hassall.— Essays 
Introductory to the Study op Eng- 
lish Constitutional History. By 
Resident Members of the University of 
Oxford. Edited by Henry Offley 
Wakeman, M.A., and Arthur Has- 
SALL, M.A. Crown 8vo., dr. 
Walpole. — ^Works by Spencer Wal- 
pole. 

History of England from the Con- 
clusion OF the Great War in 
1815 to 1858. 6 vols. Crown 8vo. , 
6s, each. 
The Land of Home Rule : being an 
Account of the History and Institu- 
tions of the Isle of Man. Cr. 8vo., 6^. 
Wylie. — History of England under 
Henry IV. By James Hamilton 
Wyli?:, M.A., one of H. M. Inspectors 
of Schools. 3 vols. Vol. I. . 1399-1404. 
crrownSvo., lor. 6d. Vol. II. \In the Press. 
Vol. III. {In preparation. 



Stephens. — A History of the French 
Rp:v()lution. By H. Morse Stephens, 
Balliol College, Oxford. 3 vols. 8vo. 
Vols. I. and II. i8j. each. 

Stubbs.— History of the University 
of Dublin, from its Foundation to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. By J. 
W. Stubbs. 8vo., \is. td. 

Thompson.— Politics in a Demo- 
cracy : an Essay. By Daniel Green- 
leaf Thomtson, Author of ' A System 
of Psychology, &c. Cr. 8vo., 5^. 

Todd.— Parliamentary Government 
in the Colonies. By Alpheus Todd, 
LL.D. [/« the Press. 

Tapper. — Our Indian Protecto- 
rate : an Introduction to the Study of 
the Relations between the British Govern- 
ment and its Indian Feudatories. By j 
Charles Lewis Tupper, Indian Civil 
Service. Royal 8vo., i6i'. 



Biography, Personal Memoirs, &o. 



Armstrong. — The Life and Letters 
of Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited 
by G. F. Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo. , 7J. (>d. 

Bacon. — Letters and Life, includ- 
ing ALL his Occasional Works. 
Edited by J. Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo. , 

Bagehot. — Biographical Studies. 
By Walter Bagehot. 8vo. , i2j. 

Boyd. — Twenty-five Years of St. 
Andrews, 1865-1890. By A. K. H. 
Boyd, D.D., Author of ' Recreations of 
a Country Parson,' &c. 2 vols. 8vo. 
Vol. I., I2J. Vol. II., 15J. 

Carlyle. — Thomas Carlyle : a History 
of his Life. By. J. A. Froude. 
I79t;-i835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 7J. 
1834-1881. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 7J. 

Fabert. — Abraham Fabert : Governor 
of Sedan and Marshal of France. His 
Life and Times, 1599- 1662. By George 
Hooper, Author of 'Waterloo,' 'Wel- 
lington,' &c. With a Portrait. Svo., 
10^. 6<jf. 

Fox. — The Early Historyof Charles 
James Fox. By the Right Hon. Sir G. 
O. Trevelyan, Bart. 

Libraxy EdiiiOTi. Svo., iBj. \ 

Cjabinet Edition. Crown 8vo., 6s. ^ 



Hamilton.— Life of Sir William 
Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 3 vols. 
15J. each. 

Addendum to the Life of Sir Wm. 

Rowan Hamilton, LL.D., D.C.L., 

8vo. , 6d. sewed. 

Hassall.— The Narrative of a Busy 

Life : an Autobiography. By Arthur 

Hill Hassall, M.D. 8vo., 5j. 

Havelock. — Memoirs of Sir Henry 
Havelock, K.C.B. By John Clark 
Marshman. Crown Svo., 3J. 6d. 

Macaulay. — The Life and Letters 
OF Lord Macaulay. By the Right 
Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. 

Popular Edition, ivol. Cr. 8vo.,2j. 6^f. 

Student's Edition, i vol. Cr. 8vo. , dr. 

Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Post Svo., I2J. 

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo., 365-. 

Marbot. — The Memoirs of the Baron 
DE Marbot. Translated from the 
French by Arthur John Butler, 
M J\.. Crown 8vo. , 7J. dd. 

Montrose. — Deeds of Montrose : 
The Memoirs of James, Marquis of 
Montrose, 1639- 1650. By the Rev. 
George Wish art, D.D. (Bishop of 
Edinburgh, 1662-1671). Translated, 
with Introduction, Notes, &c., and the 
original Latin, by the Rev. Alex- 
ander Murdoch, F.S.A. (Scot.), 
aivd \\.Y.\lla«K.\aKxi\i Siupson, mJl 
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Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c. — continued. 



Seeboliin. — ^The Oxford Reformers 
—John Colet, Erasmus and Thomas 
More : a History of their Fellow-Work. 
By Frederic Seebohm. 8vo., 14J. 



Shakespeare.— Outlines of the 
Life of Shakespeare. By J. O. 
Halliwell-Phillipps. With nume- 
rous Illustrations and Fac-similes. 3 
vols. Royal 8vo., £1 is, 

Shakespeare's True Life. ByjAs. 
Walter. With 500 Illustrations by 
Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo., 21s. 



Sherbrooke.— Life and Letters of 
THE Right Hon. Robert Lowe, Vis- 
count Sherbrooke, G.C.B., tog;ether 
with a Memoir of his Kinsman, Sir John 
CoAPE Sherbrooke, G.C.B. By A. 
Patchett Martin. With 5 Portraits. 
2 vols. Svo., 36J. 



Stephen. — Essays in Ecclesiastical 
Biography. By Sir James Stephen. 
Crown Svo. , 7s. 6d. 



Verney. — Memoirs op the Verne v 
Family during the Civil War. 
Compiled from the Letters and Illus- 
trated by the Portraits at Claydon House, 
Bucks. By Frances Parthenope 
Verney. With a Preface by S. R. 
Gardiner, M.A., LL.D. With 38 
Portraits, Woodcuts and Fac-simile. 2 
vols. Royal 8vo. , 42J. 

Wagner.— Wagner as I Knew Him. 
By Ferdinand Praeger. Crown Svo. , 
7s. 6d. 

Walford.— Twelve English Author- 
esses. By L. B. Walford, Author of 
' Mischief of Monica,' &c. With Portrait 
of Hannah More. Crown 8vo. , 4s. 6d. 

Wellington, — Life of the Duke of 
Wellington. By the Rev. G. R. 
Gleig, M.A. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d. 

Wordsworth..— Works by Charles 
Wordsworth, D.C.L., late Bishop of 
St. Andrews. 

Annals of My Early Life, 1806- 
1846. 8vo., 15J. 

Annals of My Life, 1847-1856. Svo., 
loy. 6d. 



Travel and Adventure. 



Arnold.— Seas and Lands. By Sir 
Edwin Arnold, K.C.I.E., Author of 
' The Light of the World, ' &c. Reprinted 
Letters from the 'Daily Telegraph.' 
With 71 Illustrations. Cr. Svo. , js. 6d. 

Baker.— Works by Sir Samuel White 
Baker. 

Eight Years in Ceylon. With 6 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

The Rifle and the Hound in Cey- 
lon. 6 Illustrations. Cr. Svo. , y. 6d. 

Bent.--Works by J. Theodore Bent, 
F.S.A., F.R.G.S. 

The Ruined Cities of Mashona- 
LAND : being a Record of Excavation 
and Exploration in 1891. With Map, 
13 Plates, and T04 Illustrations in the 
Text. Cr. Svo., js. 6d. 

The Sacred City of the Ethiopians: 
being a Record of Travel and Re- 
search in Abyssinia in 1S93. With 8 
Plates and 6$ Illustrations in iVie 
Texu Svo. 



Brassey.- Works by Lady Brassey. 

A Voyage in the • Sunbeam ' ; Our 
Home on the Ocean for Eleven 
Months. 



Library Eidition. With 8 Maps and 
Charts, and 118 Illustrations. Svo. , 
21S. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., js. 6d. 

Silver Library Edition. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., 3J. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With 60 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth. 

School Edition. With 37 Illustrations. 
Fcp., a*, cloth, or 3^. white parch- 
ment. 
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Travel and Adventure — continued. 



Brassey.— Works by Lady Brassey— 
cont. 

Sunshine and Storm in the East. 
Library E«Ution. With 2 Maps and 

141 Illustrations. 8vo., 21J. 
Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and 
1 14 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , js. 6d. 
Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth. 

The Last Voyage to India and 
Australia in the 'Sunbeam*. 
With Chrtrts and Maps, and 40 Illus- 
trations in Monotone (20 full-page), 
and nearly 200 Illustrations in the 
Text from Drawings by R. T. Prit- 
CHETT. 8vo., 2 1 J. 

In the Trades, the Tropics, and 

THE • Roaring Forties '. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., js. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With 183 Illustra- 
tions. 4to. . 6d. sewed, is. cloth. 

Curzon.— Persia and the Persian 
Question. With 9 Maps, 96 Illustra- 
tions, Appendices, and an Index. By 
the Hon. George N. Curzon, M.P., 
late Fellow of All Souls' College, Ox- 
ford. 2 vols. 8vo. , 4aj. 

Froude.— Works by James A. Froude. 

Oceana : or England and her Colonics. 
With 9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
as. boards, or. t^. cloth. 

The English in the West Indies : 
or the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo. , 2s. bds. , as. 6d. cL 

Ho'ward.-LiFE with Trans-Siberian 
Savages. By B. Douglas Howard, 
M.A. Crown Svo. , 6s. 

Hcwells. — Venetian Life. By 
William Dean Howells. With 18 
Illustrations in aqua-tint from original 
Water Colours. 2 vols. Crown Svo., 

21S. 

Hewitt.— Visits to Remarkable 
Places, Old Halls, Bat tie-Fields, 
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages 
in English History and Poetry. By 
William Howitt. With 80 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Knight.— Works by E. F. KniGHT, 
Author of the Cruise of the ' Falcon *. 

The Cruise of the ' Alerte ' : the 

Narrative of a Search for Treasure on 

the Desert Island of Trinidad. With 

2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. Crown 

8vo.,3S.6d. [Continued.X 



Knight.— Works by E.F.Knight — con/. 
Where Three Empires Meet : a Nar- 
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir, 
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak, 
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries. 
With a Map and 54 Illustrations. 
Cr. Svo. , 7s. 6d. 

Iiees and Clutterbuok.— B. C. 1887: 
A Ramble in British Columbia. By 
J. A. Lees and W. J. Clutterbuck, 
Authors of • Three in Norway '. With 
Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d, 

Nansen.— Works by Dr. Fridtjof 
Nansen. 
The First Crossing op Greenland. 

With numerous Illustrations and a 

Map. Crown Svo. , js. 6d. 
Eskimo Life. Translated by William 

Archer. With i6 Plates and 15 

Illustrations in the Text. Svo., i&r. 

Pratt.— To the Snows of Tibet 
Through China. By A. E. Pratt, 
F.R.G.S. With 33 Illustrations and a 
Map. 8vo., iSj. 

Hiley. — Athos : or the Mountain of the 
Monks. By Athelstan Riley, M.A. 
With Map and 29 Illustrations. Svo. , six. 

Stephens.— Madoc : An Esiay on the 
Discovery of America, by Madoc ap 
Owen Gwynedd, in the Twelfth Cen- 
tury. By Thomas Stephens. Edited 
by Llywarch Reynolds, B.A. Oxon. 
Svo. , 7 J. 6d. 

Von iHohnel. — Discovery op Lakes 
Rudolf and Stefanie: Account of 
Count Samuel Tkleki's Exploring 
and Hunting Expedition in Eastern 
Equatorial Africa in 1887 and 1888. By 
his companion. Lieutenant Ludwig 
VON Hohnel. Translated by Nancy 
Bell (N. D'Anvers). With 179 Illus- 
trations, 2 Large and 4 Small Coloured 
Maps, fi:iving Route of Expedition, a 
vols. 8vo. , 42J. 

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of 
Them. With a Map and 59 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. Svo. , 2J. boards, as. 6d. cloth. 

Whishaw.— Out of Doors in Tsar- 
land; a Record of the Seeings and 
Doings of a Wanderer in Russia. By 
P'red. J. Whishaw. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Wolff.— Works by Henry W. Wolff. 
Rambles in the Black Forest. 

Crown Svo. , 7s. 6d. 
The Watering Places of the 

Vosges. Crown Svo. , 4J. 6d. 
The Country of the Vosges. With 
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Sport and Pastime. 
THE BADMINTON LIBRARY. 



Edited by the Duke of Beaufort, K. 

ATHLETICS AND FOOTBALL. By 
Montague Shearman. With 51 
I Illustrations. Crown 8vo., lar. dd. 

BIG GAME SHOOTING. By C. Phil- 

LIPPS-WOLLEY, F. C. SeLONS, W. G. 

Littledale, Colonel Percy, Fred. 
Jackson, Major H. Percy, W. C. 
OswELL, Sir Henry Pottinger, Bart., 
and the Earl of Kilmorey. With 
Contributions by other Writers. With 
Illustrations by Charles Whymper 
and others. 2 vols. \In the Press. 

BOATING. By W. B. Woodgate. With 
an Introduction by the Rev. Edmond 
Warre, D.D., and a Chapter on ' Row- 
ing at Eton,' by R. Harvey Mason. 
With 49 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By 
Harding Cox and the Hon. Gerald 
Lascelles. With 76 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

CRICKET. By A. G. Steel and the Hon. 
R. H. Lyttelton. With Contribu- 
tions by Andrew Lang, R. A. H. Mit- 
chell, W. G. Grace, and F. Gale. 
With 63 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. , lof. 6d. 

CYCLING. By Viscount Bury (Earl 
of Albemarle), K.C.M.G., and G. 
Lacy Hillier. With 89 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

DRIVING. By the Duke of Beaufort. 
With 65 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , 10s. 6d. 

FENCING, BOXING. AND WREST- 
LING. By Walter H. Pollock, F. 
C. Grove. C. Prevost, E. B. Mitchell, 
and Walter Armstrong. With 42 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., lor. 6d. 

FISHING. By H. Cholmondeley-Pen- 
NELL. With Contributions by the 
Marquis of Exeter, Henry R. 
Francis, Major John P. Traherne, 
Frederic M. Halford, G. Christo- 
pher Davies, R. B. Marston, &c. 

Vol. I. Salmon, Trout, and Grayling. 
With 158 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
10s. 6d. 

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse Fish. 
With 133 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
10s. 6d. 



G., assisted by Alfred E. T, Watson, 

GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson, 
the Rt. Hon. A. J. Balfour, M.P., 
Sir W. G. Simpson, Bart., Lord 
Wellvvood, H. S. C. Everard, 
Andrew Lang, and other Writers. 
With 91 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

HUNTING. By the Duke of Beaufort, 
K.G., and Mowbray Morris. With 
Contributions by the Earl OF Suf- 
folk AND Berkshire, Rev. E. W. L. 
Davies, Digby Collins and Alfred 
E. T. Watson. With 53 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. , 10s. 6d. 

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. Dent, 
Sir F. Pollock, Bart. , W. M. Conway, 
Douglas Freshfield, C. E, Ma- 
thews, C. Pilkington, and other 
Writers. With 108 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., 10s, 6d. 

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING. 
Racing: By the Earl OF SUFFOLK AND 
Berkshire and W. G. Craven. 
With a Contribution by the Hon. F. 
Lawley. Steeple-cAasing : By Arthur 
Coventry and Alfred E. T. Wat- 
son. With 58 lUusts. Cr. 8vo., lor. 6d. 

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain 
Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown, the 
Duke of Beaufort, K.G., the Earl 
of Suffolk and Berkshire, &c. With 
59 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

SHOOTING. By Lord Walsingham 
and Sir Ralph Payne-Gallwey, 
Bart. With Contributions by Lord 
LovAT, Lord Charles Lennox 
Kerr, the Hon. G. Lascelles, and 
A. J. Stuart-Wortley. 
Vol I. Field and Covert. With 105 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 
Vol. II. Moor and Marsh. With 65 

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGA- 
NING, AND OTHER ICE SPORTS. 
ByjN. M. Heathcote.C. G.Tebbutt, 
T. Maxwell Witham, the Rev. John 
Kerr, Ormond Hake, and Colonel 
Buck. With 284 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., 10s. 6d. 

SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair 
and William Henry, Hon. Sees, of 
the Life Saving Society. With 119 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d. 
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Sport and Fastime— ^ontiuued, 
THE BADMINTON LIBRARY~r^/// >//^//. 



TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS. RAC- 
QUETS, AND FIV?:s. By J. M. and 
C. G. Hkathcotk, E. O. Pleydell- 
RouvEKiK and A. C. Ainger. With 
Contributions by the Hon. A. Lyttel 
TON, W. C. Marshall, Miss L. Dod, 

H. \y. W. WiLBKRFOKCE, H. F. 

LAWtORL), 6ic. With 79 Illustrations. | 
Crown 8vo., lar. 6d. 



YACHTI NG. By the Earl of Pembroke, 
the Marquis of Dupferin and Ava, 
the Earl of Onslow, Lord Br asset 
Lieut. -Col. BucKNiLL, Lewis Hkr- 
keshoff, G. L. Watson, E. F. 
Knight, Rev. G. L. Blake. R.N., 
and G. C. Davies. With Illustra- 
tions by R. T. Pritchett, and from 
Photographs. 2 vols. [In the Press. 



Campbell-Walker.— The Correct 
Card: or, How to Play at W^liist; a 
Whist Catechism. By Major A. CAMP- 
BELL- Walker, F.R.G.S. Fcp. 8vo., 

DEAD SHOT (THE) : or, Sportsman's 
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing Lessons on the Art of 
Shooting Game of all kinds, also Game 
Driving. Wild -Fowl and Pigeon Shoot- 
ing, Dog Breaking, etc. By Marks- 
man. Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

Falkener.— Games, Ancient and Ori- 
ental, AND How to Play Them. 
Being the Games of the Ancient Egyp- 
tians, the Hiera Gramme of the Greeks, 
the Ludus Latrunculorum of the Romans, 
and the Oriental Games of Chess, 
Draughts, Backgammon, and Magic 
Squares. By Edward Falkener. 
Witt numerous Photographs, Diagrams, 
&c. Bvo. , 2 1 J. 

Ford.— The Theory and Practice of 
Archery. By Horace Ford. New 
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re- 
written by W. Butt, M. A. With a Pre- 
face by C. J. Longman, M.A. Svo., 14^. 

Francis.— A Book on Angling: or. 
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every 
Branch ; including full Illustrated List 
of Salmon Flies. By Francis Francis. 
With Coloured Plates. Cr. Bvo., i>r. 

Ha"wker.— The Diary of Colonel 
Peter Hawker, author of "Instruc- 
tions to Young Sportsmen ". With an 
Introduction by Sir Ralph Payne- 
Gallwey, Bart. With 2 Portraits of 
the Author and 8 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
6yo., 32s. 



Hopkins.— Fishing Reminiscences. 
By Major E. P. HoPKiNS. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. , dr. 6d. 

Lang. — Angling Sketches. By 
Andrew Lang. With 20 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., js. 6d. 

Long man.— Chess Openings. By 
Fred. W. Longman. Fcp. Bvo., ar. 6</. 

Payne-Gall-w^ey. — Works by Sir 
Ralph Payne-Gallwey, Bart. 

Letters to Young Shooters (First 
Series). On the Choice and Use of a 
Gun. With Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., js. 6d. 

Letters TO Young Shooters. (Second 
Series). On the Production, Preserva- 
tion, and Killingof Game, With Direc- 
tions in Shooting Wood- Pigeons and 
Breaking-in Retrievers. With 103 
Illustrations. Crown Bvo., i2J. 6d, 

Pole.— The Theory of the Modern 
Scientific Game of Whist. By W. 
Pole. F.R.S. Fcp. Bvo., 2J. 6d. 

Proctor.— Works by Richard A. 
Proctor. 
How TO Play Whist: with the 

Laws and Etiquette of Whist. 

Crown Bvo., y. 6(1. 

Home Whist : an Easy Guide to Cor- 
rect Play. i6mo. , is. 

Ronalds. —The Fly-Fisher*s Ento- 
mology. By Alfred Ronalds. With 
20 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 14^. 

Wilcocks. The Sea Fisherman : Com- 
prising \\\^, Chief Methods of Hook and 
Line Fishinij in the British and other 
Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. By J. C.Wilcocks. Illustrated. 
Crown Bvo. , 6j. 
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Mental, Moral, and 

LOGIC, RHETORIC, 

Abbott.— The Elements of Logic. By 
T. K. Abbott, B.D. i2mo., y. 

Aristotle.— Works by. 

The Politics : G. Bekker's Greek Text 
of Books I., III., IV. (VII.), with an 
English Translation by W. E. BOL- 
LAND, M.A. ; and short Introductory 
Essays by A. Lang, M.A. Crown 
8vo., js. 6d. 

The Politics: Introductory Essays. 
By Andrew Lang (from BoUand and 
Lang's 'Politics'). Cr. 8vo., 2j. 6d. 

The Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated 
with Essay and Notes. By Sir Alex- 
ander Grant, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo., 

32J. 

The Nicomachean Ethics: Newly 
Translated into English. By Robert 
Williams. Crown 8vo. , js. 6d. 

An Introduction to Aristotle's 
Ethics. Books I. -IV. (Book X. c. 
vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con- 
tinuous Analysis and Notes. Intended 
for the use of Beginners and Junior 
Students. By the Rev. Edward 
Moore, D.D., Principal of St. 
Edsiund Hall, and late Fellow and 
Tutor of Queen's College, Oxford. 
Crown Bvo. , los. 6d. 

Bacon. — Works by. 

Complete Works. Edited by R. L, 
Ellis, J. Spedding, and D. D, 
Heath. 7 vols. Bvo., £2 ^y* ^' 

The Essays: with Annotations. By 
Richard Whately, D.D. 8vo. 
los. 6d. 

Bain. — Works by Alexander Bain, 
LL.D. 

Mental Science. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. 

Moral Science. Crown 8vo., 4J. 6d. 

The two works as above can he had in one 
volume, price 10s. 6d. 

Senses AND THE Intellect. 8vo.,isj. 

Emotions and the Will. 8vo., ly. 

Logic, Deductive and Inductive. 
Part I., 4y. Part XL, 6j. 6d. 

Practical Essays. Crown 8vo., as. 



Political Philosophy. 

PSYCHOLOGY, ETC. 
Bray.— Works by Charles Bray. 

The Philosophy of Necessity: or 
Law in Mind as in Matter. Cr. 8vo. , 55. 

The Education of the Feelings : a 
Moral Sysiem for Schools. Crown 
8vo., 2j. 6d. 

Bray.— Elements of Morality, in 
Easy Lessons for Home and School 
Teaching. By Mrs. Charles Bray. 
Cr. 8vo., IS. 6d. 

Crozier.— Civilisation and Pro- 
gress. By John Beattie Crozier, 
M.D. With New Preface, more fully 
explaining the nature of the New Orga- 
non used in the solution of its problems. 
8vo., I4r. 

Davidson.— The Logic of Defini- 
tion, Explained and Applied. By 
William L. Davidson, M.A. Crown 
8vo. , 6s. 

Green.— The Works of Thomas Hill 
Green. Edited by R. L. Nettleship. 

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works. 
Bvo., idr. each. 

Vol. III. Miscellanies. With Index to 
the three Volumes, and Memoir. Bvo., 
2 1 J. 

Heam.— The Aryan Household : its 
Structure and its Development. An 
Introduction to Comparative Jurispru- 
dence. By W. Edward Hearn. 
Bvo., 16s. 

Hodgson. — Works by Shadworth H. 
Hodgson. 

Time and Space: a Metaphysical 
Essay. Bvo., 16s. 

The Theory of Practice : an Ethical 
Inquiry. 2 vols. Bvo. , 2^. 

The Philosophy of Reflection. 2 
vols. 8vo., 2 IS. 

Hume.— The Philosophical Works 
OF David Hume. Edited by T. H. 
Green and T. H. (jRose. 4 vols. Bvo., 
56J. Or separately, Essays. 2 vols. 
2Bj. Treatise of Human Nature, a 
vols. 28J. 
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy— ^<^;i/^Vi2/^^/. 

MilL— Works by John Stuart Mill. 
A System op Logic Cr. 8vo., y, 6d. 
On Liberty. Cr. 8vo., is. 4//. 
On Representative Govbrnmsnt. 



Johnstone— A Short Introduction 
TO the Study of Logic. By Lau- 
KKNCE Johnstone. With Questions. 
Cr. 8vo., as. 6d. 



Jones. — An Introduction to Gene- 
ral Logic By E. E. Constance 
Jones, Author of ' Elements of Logic as 
a Science of Propositions'. Cr. 8vo., 

Justinian.— The Institutes of Jus- 
tinian: Latin Text, chiefly that of 
Huschke. with English Introduction, 
Translation, Notes, and Summary. By 
Thomas C. Sandars, M.A. Svo. 185. 

Kant.— Works by Immanuel Kant. 

Critique of Practical Reason, and 
Other Works on the Theory of 
Ethics. Translated byT. K. Abbott, 
B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., I2j. 6d. 

Introduction to Logic, and his 
Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty 
OF the Four Figures. Translated 
by T. K. Abbott, and with Notes by 
S. T. Coleridge. Svo. , dr. 

Killick.— Handbook to Mill's Sys- 
tem OF Logic. By Rev. A. H. Kil- 
lick, M.A. Crown Svo., 3^. 6d. 

Iiadd.— Works by George Turnbull 
Ladd. 

Elements of Physiological Psy- 
chology. 8vo., 21s. 

Outlines of Physiological Psy- 
chology. A Text-Book of Mental 
Science for Academies and Colleges. 

8vO., I2J. 

Ije'wes. — The History of Philosophy, 
from Thales to Comte. By George 
Henry Lewes. 2 vols. Svo. , 32J. 

Max Miiller.- Works by F. Max Mul- 
ler. 

The Science of Thought. Svo. , 21s. 
Three Introductory Lectures 
ON the Science of Thought. 
Svo., 2s. 6d. 

IffilL — Analysis of the Phenomena 
OF THE Human Mind. By James 
Mill, 2 vols. 8vo., 28^. \ 



Crown Svo. , 2s. 

Utilitarianism. Svo., 5*. 

Examination of Sir William 
Hamilton's Philosophy. Svo. , z6f. 

Nature, the Utility of Religion, 
AND Theism. Three Essays. 8vo.,5f, 

Monck.— Introduction to Looia 
By H. S. Monck. Crown Svo., 5*. 

Bibot.— The Psychology of Atten- 
tion. By Th. Ribot. Cr. Svo., y. 

Sid^fwick.— Distinction : and the 
Cntidsm of Belief. By Alfred Sidg- 
WICK. Crown Svo. , 6s. 

Stock.— Deductive Logic. By St. 
George Stock. Fcp. Svo., 3s. 6d. 

Sully.— Works by James Sully, Grote 
Ptofessor of Mind and Logic at Univer- 
sity Collie, London. 

The Human Mind: a Text-book of 
Psychology. 2 vols. Svo., 21 j. 

Outlines of Psychology. Svo., gs. 

The Teacher's Handbook of Psy- 
chology. Crown Svo., 5J. 

Swinburne.— Picture Logic : an 
Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By Alfred James Swin- 
burne, M.A. With 23 Woodcuts. 
Post Svo. , 5s. 

Thompson.— Works by Daniel 
Greenleaf Thompson. 

A System of Psychology. 3 vols. 
Svo., s6s. 

The Religious Sentiments of the 
Human Mind. Svo., 7s. 6d. 

The Problem of Evil : an Introduc- 
tion to the Practical Sciences. Svo., 
10s. 6rf. 
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Mental, Moral and Political ^\nlio%oi^\iy— continued. 



Thompson. — Works by Daniel 
Greenle AP Thom pson — contin ued. 

Social Progress. 8vo. , yj. dd. 

The Philosophy of Fiction in 
Literature. Crown 8vo. , 6^. 

Thomson. — Outlines of the Neces- 
sary Laws of Thought: a Treatise 
on Pure and Applied Logic. By Wil- 
liam Thomson, D.D., formerly Lord 
Archbishop of York. Post 8vo. , 6j. 

Webb.— The Veil of Isis : a Series of 
Essays on Idealism. By T. E. Webb. 
Svo., loy. dd, 

"Whately.— Works by R. Whately, 
formerly Archbishop of Dublin. 

Bacon's Essays. With Annotation. 
By R. Whately. Svo., iot. dd. 

Elements of Logic Cr. 8vo.,4f. 6d. 

Elements of Rhetoric. Cr. 8vo., 
4J. dd. 

Lessons on Reasoning. Fcp. 8vo., 

IS. 6d. 



Zeller.— Works by Dr. Edward Zel- 
LER, Professor in the University ot 
Berlin. 

History of Eclecticism in Greek 
Philosophy. Translated by Sarah 
F. Alleyne. Cr. 8vo., los. 6d. 

The Stoics, Epicureans, and Scep- 
tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J. 
Reichel, M.A. Crown 8vo., 15?. 

Outlines of the History of Greek 
Philosophy. Translated by Sarah 
F. Alleyne and Evelyn Abbott. 
Crown Svo. , loj. 6d, 

Plato and the Older Academy. 
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne 
and Alfred Goodwin, B. A. Crown 
Svo., i8j. 

Socrates AND the Socratic Schools. 
Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichel, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., loj. 6d. 

The Pre-Socratic Schools: a His- 
tory of Greek Philosophy from the 
Earliest Period to the time of Socrates. 
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne. 
2 vols. Crown Svo. , 30J, 



MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY, 

(Stonyhurst Series. J 

A Manual of Political Economy. 
By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. Svo. , 6s. 6d. 

First Principles of Knowledge. By 
John Rickaby, S.J. Crown Svo., y. 

General Metaphysics. By John Rick- 
aby, S.J. Crown Svo., $s. 

Logic. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., $s. 



Moral Philosophy (Ethics and Natu- 
ral Law. By Joseph Rickaby, S.J. 
Crown Svo., 5J. 

Natural Theology. By Bernard 
Boedder, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 



Psychology. By Michael Matter, 
S.J. Crown Svo., 6s. 6d, 



History and Soienoe of Language, &c. 



Davidson.— Leading and Important 
English Words : Explained and Ex- 
emplified. By William L. David- 
son, M.A. Fcp. Bvo., 3J. 6d. 

Parrar. — Language and Languages: 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., Cr. 
Svo. , 6s. 



Graham.— English-Synonyms, Classi- 
fied and Explained : with Practical 
Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcp. 
Svo., 6j. 

Max Miiller.— Works bv F. Max 

MiJLLER. 

Sklkcted Ess.ws on Language, 

MYTllOLOCiY, ANDRkLIGION. avCila, 
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History and Science of Language, hA.— continued. 



MUUar.— Works by F. Max 
MVllbr — contin ued. 

The Science of Language. Founded 
on Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo., irs. 

Biographies of Words, and the 
Home of the Aryas. Crown 8vo. , 

Three Lectures on the Science 
OF Language, and its Place in 
General Education, delivered at 
Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo. , y. 

Roff et. — Thesaurus of English 
words and Phrases. Classified and 



Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex- 
pression of Ideas and assitt in Literary 
Composition. By Peter Mark Roget, 
M. D. , F. R. S. Recomposed thiwigrhout, 
enlarged and improv«l, partly from the 
Author's Notes, and with a mil Index, 
by the Author's Son, John Lewis 
Rogbt. Crown 8vo.. lof. td. 



Strong, Iiogeman, and Wh«eler. 

Introduction to the Study of 
the History of Languagk. By 
Herbert A. Strong. M.A., LL.D., 
Willbm S. LoGEMAN, and Benjamin 
IDE Wheeler. 8vo., lor. dd. 



Whately.— English Synonyms. By 
E. Jane Whately. Fcp. 8vo., 3*. 



Political Economy and Economics. 



Ashley.— English Economic History 
and Theory. By W. J. Ashley, 
M.A Crown 8yo., Part I., 51. Part 
II., lor. &/. 

Bagehot. — Economic Studies. By 
Walter Bagehot. 8vo., lor. 6d. 

Crump. — ^An Investigation into the 
Causes of the Great Fall in Prices 
which took place coincidcntly with the 
Demonetisation of Silver by Germany. 
By Arthur Crump. Bvo. , df. 

Devas.— -A Manual of Political 
Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A. 
Crown Bvo. , ts. 6d. [Manuals of Catholic 
Philosophy. ) 

Do'well.— A History of Taxation 
AND Taxes in England, from the 
Earliest Times to the Year 1885. By 
Stephen Dowell (4 vols. 8vo. ) Vols. 
I. and II. The History of Taxation, 
21J. Vols. III. and IV. The History of 
Taxes, 21J. 

Jordan. — The Standard of Value. 
By William Leighton Jordan. 8vo., 
ds. 

X/asIie. — Essays in Political Econ- 
OMY. By T. E. Cliffe Leslie. 8vo. , 

^3j-. 61/. 



Macleod.— Works by Henry Dunning 

MACLEOD, M.A. 

The Elements of Banking. Crown 
8vo., y. 6d. 

The Theory and Practice of Bank- 
ing. Vol I. 8vo., I2J. Vol. II. 
i4r. 

The Theory of Credit. 8vo. Vol. 
I. los. net. Vol. II., Part I., 4J. 6d. 
Vol. II. Part II. , 10s. 6d. 

Meath.— Works by The Earl of 
Meath. 

Social Arrows: Reprinted Articles 
on various Social Subjects. Crown 
8vo., 51. 

Prosperity or Pauperism? Physical, 
Industrial, and Technical Training. 
8vo., $s. 

Mill.— Political Economy. By John 
Stuart Mill. 

Silver Library Edition. Crown 8vo. , 

y. 6d. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. , 30^. 

Shirres.— An Analysis of the Ideas 
OF Economics. By L. P. Shirres, 
B. A. , sometime Finance Under Secretary 

, of the Government of BengaL Crown 
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Political Economy and Economics — continued. 



SymeB.— Political Economy : a Short 
Text-book of Political Economy. With 
Problems for Solution, and Hints for 
Supplementary Reading. By J. E. 
Symes, M.A., of University College, 
Nottingham. Crown 8vo. , ar. 6d. 

Toynbee. — Lectures on the In- 
dustrial Revolution of the i8th 
Century in England. By Arnold 
Toynbee. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 



Wilson. 
Investors' 



Wilson.— Works by A. J. 
Chiefly reprinted from The 
Review. 

Practical Hints to Small In- 
vestors. Crown 8vo. , is. 

Plain Advice about Life Insurance. 
Crown 8vo., is. 

Wolff.— People's Banks : a Record ol 
Social and Economic Success. By 
Henry W. Wolff. 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 



EYolution, Anthropology, &c. 



ClodcL— The Story of Creation : a 
Plain Account of Evolution. By 
Edward Clodd. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Huth.— The Marriage of near Kin, 
considered with Respect to the Law of 
Nations, the Result of Experience, and 
the Teachings of Biology. By Alfred 
Henry Huth. Royal 8vo. , 21s. 

Ijang.— Custom and Myth: Studies 
of l^rly Us«fi:e and Belief. By Andrew 
Lang, M.A. With 15 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., $s. 6d. 



Ijubbock. — The ORiGfN of Civilisa- 
tion and the Primitive Condition of 
Man. By Sir J. LuBBOCK, Bart., M.P. 
With 5 Plates and 20 Illustrations in the 
Text. 8vo. i8j. 

Homanes. — ^Works by George John 
Romanes, M. A. . LL. D. , F. R. S. 

Darwin, and After Darwin : an Ex- 
position of the Darwinian Theory, 
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian 
Questions. Part I. The Darwinian 
Theory. With Portrait of Darwin 
and 125 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
loj. 6d. 

An Examination of Weismannism. 
Crown 8vo. , dr. 



Classical Literature. 



Abbott.— Hellenica. A Collection of 
Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy, 
History, and Religion. Edited by 
Evelyn Abiott, M.A., LL.D. 8vo., 
idr. 

iBschylus.- Eumenides of iEscHY- 
LUS. With Metrical English Translation. 
By J. F. Davies. 8vo. , 7s. 

Aristophanes.— The Acharnians of 
Aristophanes, translated into English 
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Crown 
8vo., IS. 

Becker. — Works by Professor Becker. 

Gallus : or, Roman Scenes in the Time 
of Augustus. Illustrated. Post8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

Charicles: or. Illustrations of the 
Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
Illustrated. Post 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 



Cicero.— Cicero's Correspondence. 
By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. I., IL, III. 
8vo., each 12s. 

Gierke.- FamiliarStudiesin Homer. 
By Agnes M. Clerke. Cr. 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 

FarnelL— Greek Lyric Poetry: a 
Complete Collection of the Surviving 
Passages from the Greek Song-Wrking. 
Arranged with Prefatory Articles, In- 
troductory Matter and Commentary. By 
George S. Farnell, M.A. With 5 
Plates. 8vo., 16s. 

Harrison. — Myths of the Odyssey, 
in Art and Literature. By Jane 
E. Harrison. Illustrated with Out- 
line Drawings. 8vo. , i8j. 

Lang.— Homer and the Epic Bh 
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Classical Literatare — continued. 



Mackail.— SKLK(rr Kpigkams fkom 

THK llKF.EK ANTH()L<XJY. By J. W. 

Mackail, Fellow <>k lialliol College, 
Oxford, Iuiit»- 1 V. .ih a kcvised Text, 
Intro<!iiotiii:\ 1 nm^luiion, aiid Notes. 
8vo., i6f. 

Plato.— Pahmknidks of Plato, Text, 
with Intnulnction. Analysis, &c. I>y T. 
Mai;l'ikk. 8vo., 7^. hii. 

RlCh.--A DiCTloNAKY OF RoMAN AND 

(iKKKK AN'ri',)riTn.s. Hy A. Rich, 
Wk. With 2c^>o Woodcuts. Crown 
8v().. 7J. o</. 

SopllOCl OS.— Translated into English 
Verse. Hy Rohkkt WliiTELAW, M. A. , 
Assistant Master in Rujjby School : late 
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
C'rown 8vo., 8r. 6*/. 



TyrrelL— Tkanslations into Greek 
AND Latin Vekse. Edited by R. Y. 
TYRRELL. Svo., dy. 

Virgil.— The ^NKiD OF Virgil. Trans- 
lated into English Verse by John Con- 
INGTON. Crown 8vo., 6j. 

The Poems of Virgil. Translated 
into English I^ose by John Coning- 
TON. Crown Svo., 6f. 

The i^^NKiD of ViKOiL.freely translated 
into English Blank Verse. By W. J. 
Thornhill. Crown Svo. , 7s. 6d. 

The iENEiD of Virgil. Books I. to 
VI. Translated into English Verse 
by James Rhoades. Crown Svo., 

Wilkins.— The Growth of the Hom- 
eric Poems. By G. Wilkins. Svo. 65. 



Poetry and the Drama. 



Allingham.— Works by William 
Allingham. 

Irish Songs and Pop:ms. With Fron- 
tisp.eot' of the Waterlall of Asaroe. 
Foj). Svo., 6j. 

Laukknck Hloomfield. With Por- 
trait <;f the Author. Fcp. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Flowkk PiKCKs; Day and Xkjht 
S(>NGs; Ballads. V/iih 2 IVsip^ns 
by D. G. ko.^KTTi. Fcp. 8vo.,6j. ; 
large paper edition, 12s. 

LiFK AND Phantasy : with Frontis- 
piece by Sir |. IL. MiLLAls, IJart.. 
and Design bv Akthur Hughks. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6i. ; lirge paper edition, 120. 

Thought and Word, and Ashhy 
Manor : a Play. With Portrait of the 
Author {i86j,\' and four Theatrical 
Scenes drawn by Mr. Allin^liam. Fcp. 
8vo., 6s. ; large paper edition, i2j. 

Blackberries. Imperial iCmo., 6s. 

Sets of the abiwe 6 vols, may be had in 
ifm/orm/i(7//-J>archtPiPhtbltidin^, price 305. 



Armstrong.— Works by (7. F. Savage- 
Armstrong. 

PoKMS: Lyrical and Dramatic Fcp. 
8vo., 6j. 

King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part I.) Fcp. Svo. 55. 

King David. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part II.) Fcp. 8vo., dr. 

King Solomon. (The Tragedy of 
Israel, Part III.) Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 

Ugone : a Tragedy. Fcp. Svo. , dr. 

A Garland from Greece: Poems. 
Fcp. Svo., Ts. 6d. 

Stories of Wicklow: Poems. Fcp. 
8vo., 7J. 6d. 

Mkphistophelks in Broadcloth: a 
Satire. Fcp. 8vo., 4J. 

One in the Infinite: a Poem. Cr. 
Svo., 7J. 6d. 

Armstrong.— The Poetical Works 
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 
8vo., 5J. 
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Poetry and the Drama — continued, 

Ijang. — Works by Andrew Lang. 
Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8vo., 



Arnold.— Works by Sir Edwin Arnold, 
K.C.I.E., Author of 'The Light of 
Asia/ &c. 

The Light of the World : or, the 
Great Consummation. A Poem. 
Crown 8vo., yj. 6d. net. 
Presentation Edition. With 14 Illus- 
trations by W. HOLMAN Hunt, 
&C., 4to., 20f. net. 

Potiphar's Wife, and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. , y. net. 
Adzuma : or, the Japanese Wife. A 

Play. Crown Svo. , 6s. 6d. net. 

Barrcw. — ^The Seven Cities of the 
Dead, and other Poems. By Sir John 
Croker Barrow, Bart. Fcp. Svo., sj. 

Bell.— Works by Mrs. Hugh Bell. 

Chamber Comedies: a Collection of 
Plays and Monologues for the Draw- 
ing Room. Crown Svo. , dr. 

Nursery Comedies: Twelve Tiny 
Plays for Children. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d. 

mbmsen.— Pastor Sang : a Play. 
By Bjornstjerne Bjornsen. Trans- 
lated by William Wilson. Cr. Svo. , $s. 

Dante. — La Commedia Di Dante. A 
New Text, carefully revised with the 
aid of the most recent Editions and 
Collations. Small Svo. , dr. 

Qoethe. 

Faust, Part I. , the German Text, with 
Introduction and Notes. By Albert 
M. Selss, Ph.D., M.A. Cr. Svo., 5^. 

Faust. Translated, with Notes. By 
T. E. Webb. Svo. , lar. 6d. 

Faust. The First Part. A New 
Translation, chiefly in Blank Verse ; 
with Introduction and Notes. By 
James Adey Birds. Cr. Svo., 6s. 

Faust. The Second Part. A New 
• Translation in Verse. By James 
Adey Birds. Crown Svo., 6s. 

Haggard.— Life and its Author: 
an Essay in Verse. By Ella Haggard. 
With a Memoir by H. Rider Haggard, 
and Portrait. Fcp. Svo. , y. 6d. 

Ingelow. — Works by Jean Ingelow. 
Poetical Works. 2 vols. Fcp. Svo., 

I2J. 

Lyrical and Other Poems. Selected 
from the Writings of Jean Ingelow. 
Fcp. Svo., 2J. 6d. cloth plain, y. 
cloth gilt. 



2J. 6d. net. 
Ballads of Books. Edited by 

Andrew Lang. Fcp. Svo. , 6s. 
The Blue Poetry Book. Edited by 

Andrew Lang. With 12 Plates and 

SS Illustrations in the Text. Crown 

Svo., dr. 

Special Edition, printed on Indian 
paper. With Notes, but without 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. , js. 6d. 

Lecky.— Poems. By W. E. H. Lecky. 
Fcp. Svo., $s. 

Leyton.— Works by Frank Leyton. 

The Shadows of the Lake, and 
other Poems. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d. 
Cheap Edition. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Skeleton Leaves: Poems. Crown 
Svo., 6s. 

Longfellow.— The Hanging of the 
Crane, and other Poems of the Home. 
By Henry W. Longfellow. With 
Photogravure Illustrations. i6mo., 
5J. 6d. net. [Ready. 

Lytton. — Works by The Earl of 
Lytton (Owen Meredith). 

Marah. Fcp. Svo., 6s. 6d. 

King Poppy: a Fantasia. With i 
Plate and Design on Title-Page by 
Ed. Burne-Jones, A.R.A. Crown 
Svo., 10s. 6d. 

The Wanderer. Cr. Svo. , 10s. 6d. 

Macaulay.— Lays of Ancient Rome, 
&c. By Lord Macaulay. 
Illustrated by G. Scharf. Fcp. 4to., 
TJQS. 6d. 

Bijou Edition. 

iSmo., 2J. d/., gilt top. 

Popular Edition. 



Fcp. 4to., 6d. sewed, \s. cloth. 

Illustrated by J. R. Weguelin. Crown 
Svo., 3J. 6d. 

Annotated Eldition. Fcp. Svo., u. 
sewed, u. 6d. cloth. 

Nesbit.— Lays and Legends, by E. 
Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First 
Series. Crown Svo., 35. 6d. Second 
Series, with Portrait. Crown Svo. , 55. 

Piatt.— An Enchanted Castle, and 
OTHER Poems: Pictures, Portraits and 
People in Ireland. By Sarah Piatt. 
I Crown Svo., -^s. 6d. 
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Poetry and the DtwaiA—cimfhiued. 



Piatt- Works by J(-»hn Jamks Piatt. Shakespeare.— Bowdler's Family 

^ Shakksfeake. With 36 Woodcuts. 

IlJYI-S AM) I.YKICS OF THE OHIO i 

Vai.i.kv. ( tow n 8vo. . 5j. 
LiTfLii New Wokld Idyls. Cr. 8vo., 



I vol. 8vo., 14J. Or in 6 vols. Fcp. 
8vo., 2 1 J. 



The Shakespeape Birthday Book. 
By Mai: v F. Dunbar. 32mo. , is. 6d. 
Drawing- Room Edition, with Photo- 
graphs. Fcp. Svo., loj. 6d. 



Rhondes.— Teresa and Other 

I'DK.Ms. By James Rhoades. Crown' 

Svo., y. 6U. 

Stevanson.— A Child's Garden oj- 
Ril 07.— Works by James Whitcomb Verse.s. By Robert Louis Stevkn- 

kiLiiY. I son. Small fcj). 8vo., 5j. 



PoKM.s II eke at Home. Fcap. 8vo., • 
6s. net. j 

Old Fa.-iiionkd Roses : roeras. 1 
i2mo., 5J. 

Roberts. — Songs of the Common 
Day. and Ave : an 0(I« (or theShcIl'7 
Centenary. By ('HARM.s G. D. j 
Roberts. Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. i 



Whittier.— Works by John Grben- 

LEAF Whittier. 

Snow^- Bound: a Winter IdyL With 
10 Photogravure Illustrations by E. 
H. Garrett. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 

At Sundown : A Poem. With Por- 
trait anfl 8 Illustrations by E. H. 
Garrett. Crown 8vo., 51. 6d. net. 



Works of Fiction, Humour, &c. 

By the Same AuTi-fOR — continued. 



An stey.— Works by F. Anstey, Author ■ 
of * \'ice Versa '. | 

The Black Poodle, and other Stories. 1 

Crown 8vo., is. boards, is. dd. cloth. | 

I 
I 

Voces Populi. Reprinted from j 
' Punch '. With Illustrations by J. ' 
Bernard Partridge. First Series. 
Fcp. 4to., 5J. Second Series. Fcp. 
4to., 6j. 

The Travelling Companions. Re- 
printed from 'Punch'. With Illus- 
trations by J. Bernard Partridge. 
Post 4to., 5J. 

The Man from Blankley's : a Stoiy 
in Sf^enes, and other Sketches. With j 
24 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- : 
ridge. Fcp. 4to., 6j. I 

ATELIER (THE) DU LYS: or, an Art ' 
Student in the Reign of Terror. Crown | 
Svo., IS. 6a'. 

By the same Author. 

Mademoiselle Mori: a Tale of 
Modern Rome. Crown 8vo., is. 6d. 



That Child. Illustrated by Gordon 
BROVi'NE. Crown 8vo., is. 6d. 

Under a Cloud. Cr. 8vo., is. td. 

The P'iddler of Lugau. With Illus- 
trations by W. Ralston. Crown 
8vo., IS. (hi. 

A Child of the Revolution. With 
Illustrations by C. J. Stanilanix 
Crown Svo., is. 6d. 

Hester's Venture : a Novel. Crown 
Svo., IS. 6d. 

In the Olden Time : a Tale of the 
Peasant War in Germany. Crown 
Svo., 25. 6(i. 



The Younger Sister: a Tale. 
Svo., 6s. 



Cr. 



Baker.— -By the Western Ska. By 
James Baker, Author of ' John Westa- 
cott '. Crown Svo. , 35. 6d. 
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Works of Fiction, Humour, &c. — continued. 



Beaconsfield.— Works by the Earl of 
Beaconsfield. 

Novels and Tales. Cheap Edition. 
Complete in n vols. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 
each. 



Vivian Grey. 

The Young Puke, 

&c. 
Alroy, Ixion, &c. 
Henrietta Temple. 



Contarini Fleming, 

&c. 
Venetia. Tancred. 
Coningsby. Sybil. 
Lothair. Endyraion. 



Novels and Tales. The Hughenden 
Edition. With 2 Portraits and 11 
Vignettes. 11 vols. Cr. 8vo., 42s. 

Comyn.— Atherstone Priory : a 
Tale. By L. N. Comyn. Crown 
8vo., 2J. 6d. 

Deland.— Works by Margaret De- 
land, Author of * John Ward '. 

The Story of a Child. Cr. Svo., 55. 

Mr Tommy Dove, and other Stories. 
Crown Svo. , 6s. 

Dougall.— Works by L. Dougall. 

Beggars All. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

What Necessity Knows. 3 vols. 
Crown Svo., £1 5s. 6d. 

Doyle.— Works by A. Conan Doyle. 

MiCAH Clarke : a Tale of Monmouth's 
Rebellion. With Frontispiece and 
Vignette. Cr. Svo., 3J. 6d. 

The Captain of the Polestar, and 
other Tales. Cr. Svo. , y. 6d. 

The Refugees : a Tale of Two Con- 
tinents. Cr. Svo., 6j. 

Farrar.— Darkness and Dawn: or, 
Scenes in the Days of Nero. An His- 
toric Tale. By Archdeacon Farrar. 
Cr. Svo. , js. 6d. 

Froude.— The Two Chiefs of Dun- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. By J. A. Froude. Cr. Svo., 
y. 6d. 

Haggard. — Works by H. Rider Hag- 
gard. 
She. With 32 Illustrations by M. 

Greiffenhagen and C. H. M. 

Kerr. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 
Allan Quatermain. With 31 Illus- 
trations by C. H. M. Kerr. Cr. 

Svo., 3J. Sd. 
Maiwa's Revenge; or, The War of 

the Little Hand. Cr. Svo., is. boards, 

IS. 6d. cloth. 
Colonel Quaritcii, V.C. Cr. Svo., 

3J. 6d. 



Haggard. — Works by H. Rider Hag- 
gard — continued. 

Cleopatra. With 29 Full-page Illus- 
trations by M. Greiffenhagen and 
R. Caton Woodville. Cr. Svo., 
y. 6d. 

Beatrice. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

Eric Brighteyes. With 17 Plates 
and 34 Illustrations in the Text by 
Lancelot Speed. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

Nada the Lily. With 23 Illustra- 
tions by C. H . M. Kerr . Cr. Svo. , 6j. 

Montezuma's Daughter. With Illus- 
trations by M. Greiffenhagen. Cr. 
Svo.,6j. 

Haggard and Lang.— The World's 
Desire. By H. Rider Haggard and 
Andrew Lang. Cr. Svo. , dr. 

Harte. — In the Carquinez Woods, 
and other Stories. By Bret Harte. 
Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

KEITH DERAMORE: a Novel. By 
the Author of ' Miss Molly '. Cr. Svo., 
65. 

Lyall.— The Autobiography of a 
Slander. By Edna Lyall, Author 
of * Donovan,' &c. Fcp. Svo., is. sewed. 
Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus- 
trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr. 
Svo., y. 



Melville.— Works 

Melville. 
The Gladiators. 
The Interpreter. 
Good for Nothing. 
The Queen's Maries. 



by G. J. Whyte 

Holmby House. 
Kate Coventry. 
Digby Grand. 
General Bounce. 



Cr. Svo., IS. 6d. each. 

Oliph ant.— Works by Mrs. Oliphant. 
Madam. Cr. Svo., is. 6d. 
In Trust. Cr. Svo., is. 6d. 

Parr.— Can this be Love? By Mrs. 
Parr, Author of ' Dorothy Fox '. Cr. 
Svo., 6j. 

Payn.— Works by James Payn. 
The Luck of the Darrells. Cr. 

Svo., Js. 6d. 
TniCKEii than Water. Cr. Svo., 

ij. 6d. 

Phillipps-Wolley.— Snap : a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. By C Phil- 
lipps-Wolley. With 13 Illustrations 
by H. G. WiLLlNK. Cr. Svo., 3^. 6d. 

Robertson.- The Kidnapped Squat- 
ter, and other Australian Tales. By A. 
Rokertson. Cr. Svo,^<Ss. 
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Sewell.~Works by 
Sbwell. 



Works of Fiotioii, Hnmou]*, k(i.— continued, 

Elizabeth M. 



A Glimpse of the World. 
Laneton Parsonafe. 
Margaret Percival. 
Kathsirine Ashton. 
The Earl's Dauf bter. 
The Experience of Life. 

Cr. 8vo., IS. 6d. each cloth plain, 
each cloth extra, gilt edges. 



Amy Herbert. 
Cleve Hall. 
Gertrude. 
Home Life. 
After Life. 
Ursula. Ivors. 
2s.6d. 



Stevenson.— Works by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. 

Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde. Fop. 8vo., is. sewed. 
IS. 6d. cloth. 

The Dynamiter. Fcp. 8vo. , is. sewed, 
IS. 6d. cloth. 

Stevenson and Osboume.— The 
Wrong Box. By Robert Louis Ste- 
venson and Llotd Osbourne. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Sturgis.— After Twenty Years, and 
other Stories. By Julian Sturgis. 
Cr. 8vo., dr. 

Suttner.— Lay Down Your Arms 
Die WajfhtNieder: The Autobiography 
of Martha Tilling. By Bertha von 
Stuttner . Translated by T. Holmes. 
Cr. 8vo., js. 6d. 



Thompson.— A Moral Dilemma: a 
Novel. By Annie Thompson. Cr. 
8vo., dr. 

Tirebuck.— Works by William Tnts- 

BUCK. 

Dorrie. Crown 8vo., dr. 
Sweetheart Gwen. Cr. Svo., dr. 

Trollope.— Works by Anthony TRoiy 

LOPE. 

The Warden. Cr. 8vo., zi. 6d, 
Barchbster Towers. Cr. 8vo.,u. &/. 

Walford^Works by L. B. Walford, 
Author of ' Mr. Smith '. 

The Mischief op Monica : a Novd. 
Cr. 8vo., ar. 6d, 

The One Good Guest : a Story. Cr. 
8vo, 6s. 

WeBt.— Half-Hours with the Mil- 
lionaires : Showing how much harder 
it is to spend a million than to make it. 
Edited by B. B. West. Cr. 8vo., dj. 



Werman.— Works by 
Weyman. 



Stanley J. 



The House of the Wolf : a Romance. 
Cr. 8to. , 3f . 6d. 

A Gentleman of France.. 3 vols. 
Cr. 8vo, 



Popular Soienoa (Hatnpal History, &c.)« 



Butler.— Our Household Insects. 
By E. A. Butler. With 7 Plates and 
113 Illustrations in the Text Crown 
Svo. , dr. 

Furneaux.— The Outdoor World; 
or, The Young Collector's Handbook. 
By W. Furneaux, r.R.G.S. With 
16 Coloured Plates, 2 Plain Plates, and 
549 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., js. 6d. 

Hartwig.— Works by Dr. George 
Hartwig. 
The Sea and its Living Wonders. 

With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts. 

8vo., 7s. net. 
The Tropical world. With 8 Plates 

and 172 Woodcuts. Svo. , 7s. net. 

The Polar World. With 3 Maps, 8 
Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo., js. 
net. 



Hartwig.—Works by 
Hartwig — continued. 



Dr. George 



The Subterranean World. 'Wiih 
3 Maps and 80 Woodcuts. Svo. , -js. 
net. 

The Aerial World. With Map, 8 
Plates and 60 Woodcuts. Svo., 71. 
net. 
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Heroes op the Polar World. 
lUustrations. Crown 8vo., 2j. 

Wonders op the Tropical Forests. 
40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., af. 

Workers under the Ground. 29 
Illustrations. Crown Svo. , 2J. 

Marvels Over our Heads. 29 ll- 
lustrations. Crown Svo. , as. 

Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. 75 
l\!Lws.tx^Uons. Crown Svo., 2J. 6d, 
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Popular Scienoe (Natural History, &c.)* 



Hartwig.— Works by 
Hartwig — continued. 



Denizens of the Deep. 117 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 2J. 6d. 

Volcanoes and Earthquakes. 30 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2^. 6d, 



Dr. George ; Stanley. — ^A Familiar History op 

Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for- 
merly Bishop of Nor>\ich. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 



Wild Animals op the Tropics. 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., 35. 6d. 



66 



Helmholtz.— Popular Lectures on 
Scientific Subjects. By Professor 
Helmholtz. With 68 Woodcuts. 2 
vols. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. each. 

Iivdekker.— Phases of Animal Life, 
past and Present. By R. Lydbkker, 
B.A. With 82 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 



Proctor. — ^Works by 
Proctor. 



Richard A. 



And see Messrs. Longmans 6* Go's 
Catalogue of Scientific Works. 

Light Science for Leisure Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo., 5^. each. 

Chance and Luck: a Discussion of 
the Laws of Luck, Coincidence, 
Wagers, Lotteries and the Fallacies 
of Gambling, &c. Cr. 8vo., 2J. 
boards, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Rough Ways made Smooth. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
Crown 8vo., y. Silver Library 
Edition. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d. 

Pleasant Ways in Science. Cr. 
8vo., 5J. Silver Library Exlition. 
Crown 8vo., 3J. 6rf. 

The Great Pyramid, Observatory, 
Tomb and Temple. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y. 

Nature Studies. By R. A. Proctor, 
Grant Allen, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster and E. Clodd. Crown 
8vo., 5J. Silver Library Edition. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster, and A. C. Ranyard. Cr. 
8vo., s*. 



Wood.— Works by the Rev. J. G. Wood. 

Homes without Hands : a Descrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, 
classed according to the Principle of 
Construction. With 140 Illustrations. 
Svo. , 7J. net. 

Insects at Home : a Popular Account 
of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transfmnations. With 
700 Illustrations. 8vo., 7s. net. 

Insects Abroad : a Popular Account 
of Foreign Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
600 Illustrations. 8vo., 7s. net 

Bible Animals: a Description of 
every Living Creature mentioned in 
the Scriptures. With iia Illustra- 
tions. 8vo., 7s. net. 

Petland Revisited. With 33 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Out op Doors ; a Selection of Origi- 
nal Articles on Practical Natural 
History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr, 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Strange Dwellings: a Description 
of the Habitations of Animals, 
abridged from 'Homes without 
Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., y, 6d, 



Bird Life of the Bible. 
tions. Or. 8vo. , y. 6d. 



33 Illustra- 



Wonderful Nests. 
Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 



30 Illustrations. 



Homes under the Ground. 28 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Wild Animals of the Bible. 29 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Domestic Animals of the Bible. 23 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Branch Builders. 28 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., as. 6d. 

Social Habitations and Parasitic 
Nests. 18 IUu&traXvQci&, Cx,v*^-^ 
as. 
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Works of Reference. 



Mannder's (Samuel) Treasuries. 

Biographical Tkkasury. With Sup- 
pleiiivint broueht down to 1889. By 
Rev. James wood. Fcp. 8vo., 6j. 

Tr:KASURY of Natural History : or, 
Popular Dictionary of Zoology. With j 
900 Woodcuts. Fcp. Bvo. , 6j. 

'Ikeasury of Geography, Physical, 
Historical, T>scriptive, and Political. 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 
Bvo., dr. 

TiiK Treasury of Biblk Know- 
LKDGE. By th«» Rev. J. Ayrk, M.A. 
With 5 Ma.Ds, 15 plates, and 300 ■ 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo., ds. 

Historical Treasury: Outlines of: 
Universal H'story, S'/parate Histories 
of all Nations. Fcp. Bvo. , 6j. i 



Maunder's (Samuel) Treasuries 

— continued. 

Scientific and Literary Treasury. 
Fcp. Bvo., 6j. 

The Treasury of Botany. Edited 
by J. LiNDLKY, F.R.S., and T. 
Moorr, F.L.S. With 274 Wood- 
cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols. 
Fcp. 8vo., I2J. 

Hoget.~THESAURus OF English Words 
AND Phrases. Classified and Ar- 
ranged so as to FaciUiate the Expression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary Com- 
position. By Peter Mark Roget, 
M.D.. F.R.S. Recom posed through- 
out, • enlarged and improved, partly 
from the Author's Notes, and with a 
full Index, by the Author's Son, J5hn 
Lewis Roget. Crown Bvo., lar. (id. 



Knowlf-dge and Willich.— Popular Tables for giving 
Kkfjcrence. Com- 1 information for ascertaining the value of 

Lifehold, Lea«jehold, and Church Pro- 
perty, the Public Funds, &c. By 
Charles M. Willich. Edited by H. 
Bence Jones. Crown Bvo., lor. 6d, 



Treasury op 
Library of 

prising an Eiif^lish Dictionary and i 
Grammar, Universal Gazeteer, Classi- 
cal Dictionary, Clironoloi^y, Law 
Dictionary, &c. Fcp. Bvo., (ir. 



Children's Books. 



Crake.— Works by Rev. A. D. Crake. 

Euwy the Fair ; or, the First Chro- 
nicle of -<5£scenclune. Crown Bvo., 
2.T. 6./. 

Alfgar the Dane: or, the Second 
Chronicle of ^scendune. Cr. Bvo., 
2j. dd. 

The Rival Heirs: being the Third 
and Last Chronicle of i€£scendune. 
Cr. 8vo., 2J. (id. 

The House of Walderne. A Tale 
of the Cloister and the Forest in the 
Days of the Barons' Wars. Crown 
Bvo., 2j. 6rf. 

Brian Fitz-Count. A Story of Wal- 
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey. 
Cr. 8vo., 2 J. dd. 



Xiang. — Works edited by Andrew Lang. 

The Blue Fairy Book. With 8 
Plates and 130 Illustrations in the 
Text by H. J. Ford and G. P.\ 

Jacomb H(X}D. Crown 8vo.,6i. \ 



Lang.— Works edited by Andrew Lang 

— continued. 

The Red Fairy Book. With 4 Plates 
and 96 Illustrations in the Text by H. 
J. Ford and Lancelot Speed. 
Crown Bvo., bs. 

TnK Green Fairy Book. With 11 
Plates and 88 Illustrations in the Text 
by H. J. Ford and L. Bogle. Cr. 
Bvo., 6s. 

The Blue Poetry Book. With 12 
Plates and 88 Illustration in the Text 
by H. J. Ford and Lancelot Speed. 
Crown Bvo., 6j. 

The Blue Poetry Book. School 
Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp. 
Bvo., 2J. 6d, 



The True Story Book. With 8 Plates 
and 58 Illustrations in the Text, by 
C. H. Kerr, H. J. Ford, Lancelot 
SYiL^Y>)Qxid L. Bogle. Crown 8vo., 



LONGMANS &» CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 21 



Children's ^OOY^^— continued. 



Meade. — Works by L. T. Meade. 
Deb and the Duchess. Illustrated. 

Crown 8vo., 3J. (yd. 
The Beresford Prize. Illustrated. 

Cr. 8vo., 5J. 
Daddy's Boy. Illustrated. Crown 

8vo., 3J. dd. 

Moles'worth.— Works by Mrs. Moles- 
worth. 

SiLVERTHORNS. Illustrated. Cr. Svo., 55. 

The Palace in the Garden. Illus- 
trated. Crown Bvo., 5J. 

The Third Miss St. Quentin. Cr. 
Bvo., 6j. 

Neighbours. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo., 6j. 

The Story of a Spring Morning, &c. 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo., 5J. 



Reader. — Voices from Flower- 
land : a Birthday Book and Language 
of Flowers. By Emily E. Reader. 
Illustrated by Ada Brooke. Royal 
i6mo. , cloth, 2J. dd. ; vegetable vellum, 

Stevenson. — Works by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. 

A Child's Garden of Verses. Small 
fcp. Bvo., 5J. 

A Child's Garland of Songs, 
Gathered from ' A Child's Garden of 
Verses '. Set to Music by C. Villiers 
Stanford, Mus. Doc. 4to., 2j. 
sewed ; -y. 6d., cloth gilt. 



The Silver 

Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Eight Years in 

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Barlng-GpuId*B(Kev. S.) Curious Myths 
of the Middle Ages. 3^. 6d. 

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Origin and 
Development of Religious Belief. 2 
vols. 3 J. 6d. each. 

Brassey's (Lady) A Voyage in the * Sun- 
beam *. With 66 Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 

Clodd's (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With '/y Illus- 
trations. 3J. 6d. 

Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's 
(Very Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of 
St. Paul. 46 Illustrations. 3J-. 6d. 

Dougairs (L.) Beggars All; a Novel. 
y. 6d. 

Doyle's (A. Conan) Hicah Clarke : a Tale 
of Monmouth's Rebellion. 3^. 6d. 

Doyle*s (A. Conan) The Captain of the 
Polestar, and other Tales, y. 6d. 

Fronde's (J. A.) Short Studies on Great 
Subjects. 4 vols. y. 6d. each. 

Froude's (J. A.) Caesar : a Sketch, y. 6d. 

Froude's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a 
History of his Life. 
1795-1835- 2 vols. 7S. 
1B34-1881. 2 vols. 7s. 

Froude'B (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dun- 
boy, y. 6d. 

Froude's (J. A.) The History of England, 
from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat 
of the Spanish Armada. 12 vols. 
3J, 6d. each. 



Library. 

EACH Volume. 

Gleig's (Rev. 6. R.) Life of the Duke of 
Wellington. With Portrait, y. td. 

Haggard's (H. R.) She: A History of 
Adventure. 32 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatermain. 

With 20 Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch, 

V.C. : a Tale of Country Life. y. 

dd. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29 

Full-page Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Eric Brighteyes. 

With 51 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice, y. 6d. 

Harte's (Bret) In the Carquinei Woods, 
and other Stories, y. 6d. 

Helmholtz's (Professor) Popular Lec- 
tures on Scientific Subjects. With 
63 Woodcuts. 2 vols. y. 6d. each. 

Howitt's (W.) Visits to Remarkable 
Places. Bo Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) The Story of My Heart: 
My Autobiography. With Portrait. 
y. 6d. 

Jelferies' (R.) Field and Hedgerow. With 
Portrait, y. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. With 17 
Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable. 
y. 6d. 

Knight's (E. F.) The Cruise of the 
* Alerte' : the Narrative of a Search for 
Treasure on the Desert Island of 
Trinidad. W>s35\ a VvasjR. -kcv^ •a.-x^ 
\\\\3&Vc;5l\\ot>s>. •>)?. ^. 
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Lang's (1.) Cnttom and Myth : Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief, y. 6d. 

Lee;^ (J. A.) and Clutterbaok*s (W. J.) 
B.C. 1887, k Ramble in Britiih 
Columbia. With Maps and 75 Illustra- 
tions, y. 6d. 

Macanlay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of 
Ancient Some. With Portrait and 
Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Macleod (H. D.) The Elements of Bank- 
ing, y. 6d. 

Harsliman*s (J. C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry 

Havelock. y. 6d. 
Max Mailer's (F.) India, what oan it 

teach us ? ss. 6d. 
Max Mailer's (F.) Introduction to the 

Science of Religion, y. td. 
Merivale's (Dean) History of the Romans 

under the Empire. 8 vols. y. 6d. ea. 
Mill's (J. S.) Political Economy. 3^. 6d. 
Mill's (J. S.) System of Logic, y. td. 
Milner's (Gee.) Country Pleasures : the 

Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a 

(jrarden. y. 6d. 
Hewman's (Cardinal) Apologia Pro Vita 

Sua. 3^. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Historical 

Sketches. 3 vols. y. 6d. each. 
Hewman's (Cardinal) Callista : a Tale 

of the Third Century, y. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Loss and Gain : a 

Tale. 3J. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Essays, Critical 

and Historical. 2 vols. ys. 
Newman's (Cardinal) An Essay on the 

Development of Christian Doctrine. 

y. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) The Arians of the 

Fourth Century. 3^. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Verses on 

Various Occasions. 3;. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) The Present 

Position of Catholics in England. 

y. 6d. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Parochial and 

Plain Sermons. 8 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Selection, adapted 

to the Seasons of the Ecclesiastical 

Year, from the ' Parochial and Plain 

Sermons'. 3J-. 6d. 



Newman's (Cardinal) Sermons bearing 
upon Subjects of the Day. y. 6d. 

Newman's (Cardinal) Difficulties felt by 
Anglicans in Catholic Teaching Con- 
sidered. 2 vols. y. 6d. each, 

Newman's (Cardinal) The Idea of a 
University, y. 6d. 

Newman's (Cardinal) Biblical and 
Ecclesiastical Miracles, 3;. 6d. 

Newman's (Cardinal) Discussions and 

Arguments, y. 6d. 
Newman*! (Cardinal) Grammar of 

Assent, y. 6d. 

Newman's (Cardinal) Fifteen Sermons 
Preached before the University of 
Oxford, y. 6d. 

Newman's (Cardinal) Lectures on the 
Doctrine of Justification. 31. 6d. 

Newman's (Cardinal) Sermons on 

Various Occasions, y. 6d, 
Newman's (Cardinal) The Via Media 

of the Anglican Church, illustrated 

in Lectures, &c. 2 vols, y, 6d. each. 
Newman's (Cardinal) Discourses to 

Mixed Congregations. 3;. 6d. 
Pliillipps-Wolley's (C.) Snap : a Legend 

of the Lone Mountain. With 13 

Illustrations. 3;. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than 

Ours. y. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) Bough Ways made 

Smooth, y. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in 

Science. 3^. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) Myths and Marvels 

of Astronomy. 3^. 6d. 
Proctor's ( R. A.) Nature Studies, y. 6d. 
Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of 

Birds. 160 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Stevenson (Robert Louis) and Osbourne's 

(Lloyd) The Wrong Box. 3^. 6d. 
Weyman's (Stanley J.) The House of 

the Wolf : a Romance. 3^. 6d. 
Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited. 

With 33 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Strange Dwellings.. 

With 60 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors. 11 

Illustrations. 35, 6d. 



Cookery, Domestic Management, &c. 



Acton. — Modern Cookery. By Eliza 
AcT(JN. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp. 
8vo., 4J. 6if. 

SulL— Works by Thomas Bull, M.D. 
Hints to Mothers on theManagi?: 



MENTOF THEIR HEALTH DURING THE 

Period of Pregnancy. Fcp. 8vo., 
IS. 6d. 

The Maternal Management of 
Yep. %\'o., -vs. fed. 
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Cookery, Domestic Management, &g. 

De Sails. — ^Works by Mrs. De Salis. 

Cakes and Confections X La Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo., TJ. dd. 

Dogs : a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp. 
8vo., 15. 6d, 

Dressed Game and Poultry X la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Dressed Vegetables X la Mode. 
Fcp. Bvo., IS. 6d. 

Drinks X la Mode. Fcp. Bvo., is. 6d. 

Entr:^es X LA Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Oysters X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d. 

Puddings and Pastry a la JMode. 
Fcp. 8vo. , IS. 6d. 

Savouries a la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., 

IS. 6d. 
Soups and Dressed Fish X la Mode. 

Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d. 
Sweets and Supper Dishes X la 

Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Tempting Dishes for Small In- 
comes. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 



-conti7iued. 

De Salis. — Works by Mrs. De Salis — 
continued. 

Floral Decorations. Suggestions 

and Descriptions. Fcp. Bvo., is. 6d. 

New-laid Eggs : Hints for Amateur 

Poultry Rearers. Fcp. Bvo., is. 6d. 
Wrinkles and Notions for Every 
Household. Cr. Bvo. , is. 6d. 

Harrison. — Cookery for Busy Lives 
AND Small Incomes. By Mary Har- 
rison. Cr. 8vo., IS. 

Lear.— Maigre Cookery. By H. L. 
Sidney Lear. i6mo., zs. 

Poole.— Cookery for the Diabetic. 
By W. H. and Mrs. Poolf.. With 
Preface by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. Bvo. , 2s. 6d. 

Walker. — A Handbook for Mothers: 
being Simple Hints to Women on the 
Management of their Health during 
Pregnancy pnd Confinement, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care of 
Infants. By Jane H.Walker, L.R.C.P. 
and L.M. L.R.C.S. and M.D. (Brux.). 
With 13 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo., 2s. 6d. 



Miscellaneous and Critical Works. 



Armstrong. — Essays and Sketches. 

By Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 

8vo., ss. 
Bagehot. — Literary Studies. By 

WALTER Bagehot. 2 vols. Bvo., 28J. 

Baring-Gould. — Curious Myths of 
the Middle Ages. By Rev. S. 
Baring-Gould. Crown Bvo. , 3^. 6d. 

Boyd CA. K. H. B.').— Works by 
A. K. H. Boyd, D.D. 
Autumn Holidays of a Country 

Parson. Crown Bvo. , ss. 6d. 
Commonplace Philosopher. Crown 

Bvo. , y 6d. 
Critical E^ssays of a Country 

Parson. Crown Bvo. , .3^. 6d. 
East Coast Days and Memories. 

Crown 8vo. , $s. 6d. 
Landscapes, Churches and Mora- 
lities. Crown Bvo. , 35. 6d. 
Leisure Hours in Town. Crown 

Bvo., y. bd. 
Lessons of Middle Age. Crown 

Bvo., y. 6d. 
Our Little Life. Two Series. Cr. 

8vo,. y. 6d. each. 
Our Homely Comedy: and Tragedy. 

Crown Bvo., 3^. 6d. 
Recreations of a Country Parson. 

Three Series. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d, each. 

First Series. Popular Ed. 8vo.,6c{. swd 



\ 



Butler. — Works by Samuel Butler. 

Op. I. Erewhon. Cr. Bvo., 5J. 

Op. 2. The Fair Haven. A Work in 
Defence of the Miraculous Element 
in our Lord's Ministry. Cr. Bvo., 
7J. 6d. 

Op. 3. Life and Habit. An Essay 
after a Completer View of Evolution. 
Cr. Bvo., js. 6d 

Op. 4. Evolution, Old and New. 
Cr. Bvo., 10s. 6d. 

Op. 5. Unconscious Memory. Cr. 
Bvo., 7s. 6d. 

Op. 6. Alps and Sanctuaries of 
Piedmont and Canton Ticino. 
Illustrated. Post 410., loj. 6d. 

Op. 7. Selections from Ops. 1-6. 
With Remarks on Mr. Romanes' 
' Mental Evolution in Animals '. Cr. 
Bvo., ys. 6d. 

Op. 8. Luck, or Cunning, as the 
Main Means of Organic Modifi- 
cation? Cr. Bvo., 7s. 6d. 

Op. 9. Ex VoTO. An Account of the 
Sacro Monte or New Jerusalem at 
Varallo-Sesioa. \.cis. ^, 
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Migcallaneous and Critical YIovkA— continued. 



Halliwell-Fhillipps.— A Calknpar 

OP THE HALLIWELL - PhILLIPFS 

Collection of Shakespearean 
Rarities. Enlari^ed by Ernest E. 
Baker, F.S.A. 8vo., los. 6d. 

Hodgson. — Outcast Essays and 
Verse Translations. By W. Shad- 
worth Hodgson. Crown '8vo. , 8j. 6rf. 

Hullah.— Works by John Hullah, 

LL.D. 

Course op Lectures on the His- 
tory of Modern Music. Bvo., %s.6d. 

Course of Lectures on the Transi- 
tion Period of Musical History. 
8vo., loj. 6d. 

Jefferies.— Works by Richard Jef- 

PBRIES. 

Field and Hedgerow : last Essays. 
With Portrait. Crown 8vo., y. td. 

The Story of My Heart : my Auto- 
biography. With Portrait and New 
Preface by C. J. Longman. Crown 
8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Red Deer. With 17 Illustrations by 
J. Charlton and H. Tunaly. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

The Toilers of the Field. With 
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury 
Cathedral. Crown 8vo., 6j. 

Wood Magic: a Fable. With Vig- 
nette by E. V. B. Crown 8vo., 3J. 6^. 

Jewsbury.— Selections from the 
LettersofGekaldine Endsok Jews- 
buryto Jane Welsh Carlyle. Edited j 
by Mrs. Alexander Ireland. 8vo.,i6j. i 

JolinBon.— The Patentee's Manual: \ 
a Treatise on the Law and Practice of ' 
Letters Patent. By J. & J. H. John- , 
son, Patent Agents, &c. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

Iiang. — Works by -Andrew Lang. 
Letters to Dead Authors. Fcp. 

8vo. , 2J. 6d. net. 
Books and Bookmen. With 2 Coloured 

Plates and 17 Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo. , 

2J. 6d. net. 
Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo., 2j. 6d. net. 
Letters on Literature. Fcp. 8vo., 

2J. 6d. net. 

MacfarrerC — Lectures on Harmony. 
By Sir Geo. A. Macfarren. 8vo., i2j. 

Matthews. — Pen and Ink : Papers on 
Subjects of more or less importance. By 
Br ander Matthews. Crown 8vo. , si. 

Max Miiller.— Works by F. Max 

MULLER. 

HiBBERT Lectures on the Origin 

AND GjrOWTH OF RELIGION, as W\us 

tr&ted by the Religions of lnd\a. 

Crown 8vo., js, 6d. {continued. 

SO0Ooo/zj/g3. 



Max Miiller.— Works by F. Max 

MiJLLER. — continued. 

Introduction to the Science of 
Religion : Four Lectures delivered at 
the Royal Institution. Cr. 8vo. ,3^. 6d. 

Natural Religion. The Giflford 
Lectures, 1888. Cr. 8vo. , io«. 6d. 

Physical Religion. The Giflford 
Lectures, 1890. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

Anthropological Religion. TheGif- 
ford Lectures, 1891. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

Theosophy or Psychological Reli- 
gion. The Gifford Lectures, 1892. 
Cr. 8vo., loj. 6d. 

India : What can it Teach us ? 
Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 
Mendelssolin.— The Letters of 

Felix Mendelssohn. Translated by 

Lady Wallace. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 10s. 

Milner.— Country Pleasures : the 
Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden. 
By George Milner. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Perring.— Hard Knots in Shake- 
speare. By Sir Philip Perking, Bart. 
8vo. , 7J. 6d. 

Froetor. — Works by Richard A. 

Proctor. 

Strength and HAPPiNBts. With 9 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 

Strength: How to get Stron^f and 
keep Strong, with Chapters on Row- 
ing and Swimming, Fat, Af«, and the 
Waist. With 9 Illus. Cr. 8vo, aj. 

Richardson.— National Health. 
A Review of the Works of Sir Edwin 
Chadwick, K.C.B. By Sir B. W. 
Richardson, M.D. Cr., 4?. 6d. 

Roget. — A History of the ' Old 
Water-Colour Society ' (now the 
Royal Society of Painters in Water- 
Colours). By John Lewis Roget. 
2 vols. Royal 8vo. , 42J. 

Rossetti.~A Shadow of Dante : be- 
ing an Essay towards studying Himself, 
his World, and his Pilgrimage. By 
Maria Francesca Rossetti. With 
Illustrations and design on cover by 
Dantk Gabriel Rossetti. Cr. 8vo. , 
10s. 6d. 

South ey. — Correspondence with 
Caroline Bowles. By Robert 
Southey. Edited by E. Dowden. 
8vo., 14J. 

"Wallaschek.— Primitive Music : an 
Inquiry into the Origin and Develop- 
ment of Music, Songs, Instruments, 
"DolXvc:^^, ^v^^ "P^cftiQTOimes of Savage 
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